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PREFACE. 


The  attention  given  to  Devotional  Music  of  late  in  our  schools  has  rendered  it  necessary  that  some 
book  should  be  prepared  containing  a  choice  collection  of  Hymns  and  Sacred  Music,  adapted  to  the 
purposes  of  the  school  room.  The  author  of  this  work  has  devoted  one  half  of  the  matter  to  that 
purpose.  The  hymns  are  set  to  old  and  popular  tunes  —  familiar  melodies,  which  have  been  sung  by 
our  fathers,  and  will  be  sung  by  the  children  for  generations  to  come.  In  the  Devotional  part,  the 
author  has  excluded  every  thing  of  a  sectarian  character,  and  adapted  that  part  of  the  book  for  Sabbath 
schools  as  well  as  day  schools.  For  that  purpose,  the  Devotional  part  will  be  bound  up  separately.  In 
the  Secular  part,  many  new  Songs,  Rounds,  and  Glees  have  been  introduced,  which  have  never  before 
appeared  in  this  country.  It  is  the  wish  of  the  author,  that  in  all  our  school  rooms,  both  morning  and 
evening,  a  hymn  of  praise  to  the  great  Creator  should  be  sung  by  all  the  children. 

ASA  FITZ. 

Boston,  October,  1855. 
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SWIFT  MY  CHILDHOOD'S  DREAMS  ARE  PASSING. 


Bounding  Billows. 


m.   &  ^3  Fine.  jy.  c. 
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Swift  my  childhood's  dreams  are  passing  ;  Like  the  startled  doves  they      fly,        Or  bright  clouds  each  other  chasing, 


Or  bright  clouds  each  other   chasing       O-ver    yonder      qui  -  -  et  sky. 


Soon  I'll  hear  earth's  flattering  story  ; 

Soon  its  visions  will  be  mine  , 
Shall  I  covet  wealth  and  glory  1 

Shall  I  bow  at  Pleasure's  shrine  ? 


No,  my  God ;  one  prayer  I  raise  thee 
From  my  young  and  happy  heart ; 

Never  let  me  cease  to  praise  thee, 
Never  from  thy  fear  depart. 


Then,  when  years  have  gathered  o'er  me, 
And  the  world  is  sunk  in  shade  ; 

Heaven's  bright  realms  will  rise  before  me ; 
There  my  treasure  will  be  laid. 


THOU  ART  GONE  TO  THE  GRAVE.  12S. 


Scotland. 


-^•.riir^.i      J:  1 — »-•-•  -:«-  rjr-i"*"^ 


Thou  art    gone    to    the  grave;  but  we   will  not  deplore  thee :  Tho'  sorrows  and  darkness  en  -  corn-pass  the  tomb, 


:_q   j   q    q   q  :a  : 
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The      Sa  -  vior     has  passed  thro' 

i=;zi 


its 


por  -  tals  be 


■+— — 


fore     thee,  And  the  lamp     of      his  love 


thy 

39 


1 


■ai  


guide  thro'  the  gloom,  And  the  lamp  of  his  love   is  thy   guide  thro' the  gloom. 


 #— #-#  1  ^— L  L-^-^-^  •  ■— 


Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave  ;  we  no  longer  deplore  thee, 
Nor  tread  the  rough  path  of  the  world  by  thy  side  ; 

But  the  wide  arms  of  mercy  are  spread  to  enfold  thee, 
And  sinners  may  hope,  since  the  Savior  hath  died, 
And  sinners  may  hope,  since  the  Savior  hath  died. 


THE  SACRED  MINSTREL. 
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Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  and  its  mansions  forsaking, 
Perhaps  thy  tried  spirit  in  doubt  lingered  long  5 

But  the  sunshine  of  heaven  beamed  bright  on  thy  waking, 
And  the  song  that  thou  heard'st  was  the  seraphim's  song, 
And  the  song  that  thou  heardst,  &c. 


Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave ;  but  'twere  wrong  to  deplore  thee, 
When  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  Guardian  and  Guide : 

He  gave  thee,  and  took  thee,  and  soon  will  restore  thee, 
Where  death  hath  no  sting,  since  the  Savior  hath  died, 
Where  death  hath  no  sting,  &c. 


LORD,  WHEN  THOU  DIDST  ASCEND.  L.  M. 


Duke  Street. 


Allegretto. 
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Lord,  when  thou  didst     as  -  -  cend      on       high,    Ten  thousand    an  -  gels     filled  the      sky;  Those  heavenly 


guards  a   -   round  thee  wait,   Like  chariots   that      at  -  tend  thy  state. 


rrt  1— 


Raised  by  his  Father  to  the  throne, 
He  sent  his  promised  Spirit  down, 
With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men, 
That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 
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0,  COME,  LOUD  ANTHEMS  IET  US  SING.  L.  M. 


Sterling. 


ft/a"""]  i  I  '  i  I  i  J  ■  Ji 


Recitando. 


:gt. 


£3 


itzat 
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1.  O,    come,  loud  an  -  thems 

2.  In  -  -  to     his  pres  -  ence 


let 
let 


sing, 
haste, 


Loud  thanks  to 
To    thank  him 


1ST 


our 
for 


-G 


Al  - 

his 


migh  -  ty 
fa  -  -  vors 


I 


t-g 


-j-j- 


King; 
past ; 


\ 


-G 


For        we    our   voi  -  ces      high   should    raise,  When  our     sal  -  -  va  -  -  -  tion's    Rock  we 
To       him    ad-dress,   in       joy  -  -  ful      song,   Prais  -  es  which      to  his     name      be  - 


IS 


-G- 

,  praise. 
-  long. 

f> 
—G— 


"Worship  acceptable  from  every  Place. 
O  Thou,  to  whom,  in  ancient  time, 

The  lyre  of  Hebrew  bards  was  strung, 
Whom  kings  adored  in  songs  sublime, 
And  prophets  praised  with  glowing  tongue ! 

Not  now  on  Zion's  height  alone 

Thy  favored  worshippers  may  dwell, 

Nor  where,  at  sultry  noon,  thy  Son 
Sat  weary  by  the  patriarch's  well. 


From  every  place  below  the  skies, 
The  grateful  song,  the  fervent  prayer, 

The  incense  of  the  heart  may  rise 
To  heaven,  and  find  acceptance  there. 

For  the  Close  of  School. 
Father,  once  more  let  grateful  praise 

And  humble  prayer  to  thee  ascend  ; 
Thou  Guide  and  Guardian  of  our  ways, 

Our  early  and  our  only  Friend. 


Since  every  day  and  hour  that's  gone 
Has  been  with  mercy  richly  crowned, 

Mercy,  we  know,  shall  still  flow  on, 
Forever  sure,  as  time  rolls  round. 

Hear,  then,  the  parting  prayers  we  pour, 
And  bind  our  hearts  in  love  alone : 

And  if  we  meet  on  earth  no  more, 
May  we,  at  last,  surround  thy  throne. 


HOW  HAPPY  IS  THE  CHILD.  C.  M. 


Baleema. 
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How     hap  -  py      is     the     child  who  hears  In  -  struc  -  tion's  warn  -  ing 


us 


voice,     And     who   ce  •  -  les  -  tial 
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Stfc 


wis-dom  makes  His       ear  -  -  ly,      on  -  -  ly         choice ! 


— b- 


i 


3t 


For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 

Than  east  or  west  unfold, 
And  her  rewards  more  precious  are 

Than  all  their  stores  of  gold. 
She  guides  the  young,  with  innocence, 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread ; 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 

Upon  the  aged  head. 
According  as  her  labors  rise, 

So  her  rewards  increase ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleasantness, 
And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


Our  Destiny. 

Sweet  day,  so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bright, 

Bridal  of  earth  and  sky  ! 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  fall  to-night, 

For  thou,  alas  !  must  die. 

Sweet  rose,  in  air  whose  odors  wave, 
And  color  charms  the  eye ! 

Thy  root  is  even  in  its  grave, 
And  thou,  alas !  must  die. 


Sweet  spring,  of  days  and  roses  made, 

Whose  charms  forever  vie ! 
Thy  days  depart,  thy  roses  fade  ; 

Thou  too,  alas !  must  die. 

Be  wise,  then,  mortal,  while  you  may, 

For  swiftly  time  has  fled  ; 
The  thoughtless  ones,  who  laugh  to-day, 

To-morrow  may  be  dead. 
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THERE  IS  A  HAPPY  LAND 


Hind  o  stan  Air. 


i 


l.  There  ia     a      hap  -  py  land,   Far,   far     a  -  -  way,  Where  saints  in 


glo  -  ry  stand,  Bright,  bright  as  day. 


■  0.    »  -# 


O,  how  they  sweet-ly  sing,  Wor-thy      our     Savior  King ;  Loud  let    his      praises  ring  ,  Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

-#  T-j*  


Come  to  that  happy  land ; 

Come,  come  away : 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand  ? 

Why  still  delay  ? 
O,  we  shall  happy  be, 
When  from  sin  and  sorrow  free  ; 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee, 

Blest,  blest  for  aye. 


3. 

Bright,  in  that  happy  land, 

Beams  every  eye ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand, 

Love  cannot  die. 
O,  then,  to  glory  run ; 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won ; 
And  bright,  above  the  sun, 

We'll  reign  for  aye. 


The  Scholars'  Pledge. 

Never  the  Drunkard's  drink 

Our  lips  shall  stain  ; 
Ne'er  shall  the  Swearer's  words 

Our  tongues  profane ; 
Ever  our  breath  shall  be 
From  Tobacco's  poison  free ; 
Quarrels  we'll  shun,  you  see ; 

Peace  here  shall  reign. 


WHEN  MARSHALLED  ON  THE  NIGHTLY  PLAIN.  L. 

$  _  pg     1      ^    1st  time. 


M.    Bonnie  Doon.  13 

3d  time.  End. 


WfS'Jfl  ri  tiuJi _r*i  ;j"  jx 


(  When,  marshalled   on  the 
\  star     a  -  lone,  of 

one     a  -  lone  the 


night  -  ly   plain,  A 
all     the  train,  Can 
Sa  -  vior  speaks ;  It 


glit-tering  host  be  -  -  stud    the  sky;  One 

fix     the    sin  -  ner's  

is      the    star  of 


wandering  eye.  } 
Beth  -  le  -  hem. 


i 


1  •  1 
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Hark  !  hark !  to  God  the  chorus  breaks  From  every  host,  from  eve-ry  gem ,  But 


:E*7^-:#-*-L:-;;-.f..: \  zt  ■ 


2.  Once  on  the  raging  seas  I  rode  ; 

The  storm  was  loud,  the  night  was  dark, 
The  ocean  yawned,  and  rudely  blowed 
The  wind  that  tossed  my  foundering  bark. 

3.  Deep  horror  then  my  vitals  froze  ; 
Death-struck,  I  ceased  the  tide  to  stem  ; 

When,  suddenly,  a  star  arose  ; 
It  was  the  star  of  Bethlehem. 


Children's  Prayer. 

1.  O  Lord,  behold  before  thy  throne 
A  band  of  children  lowly  bend ; 

Thy  face  we  seek,  thy  name  we  own, 
And  pray  that  thou  wilt  be  our  Friend. 

2.  Thou  didst  on  earth  the  young  receive ; 
And  gently  fold  them  to  thy  breast, 

And  say  that  such  in  heaven  should  live, 
Forever  safe,  forever  blest. 


3.  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  aid  impart, 

That  he  may  teach  us  how  to  pray ; 

Make  us  sincere,  and  make  each  heart 
Delight  to  tread  in  Wisdom's  way. 


4.  O,  let  thy  grace  our  souls  renew, 
And  seal  a  sense  of  pardon  there ; 

Teach  us  thy  will  to  know  and  do, 
And  let  us  all  thine  image  bear. 
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A  POOR,  WAYFARING  MAN. 


Kev.  Geo.  Coles. 


l.A     poor,  way  -  far  -  ing   man  of  grief  Hath  oft  -  en  crossed  me  on   my  way,     Who     sued  so  humbly 


 ^— ^— #-^-#--:^-^-*-*-a'-I-_-H— ^— =FC — =P-i-P— i  k 


S=S- 


for     re  -  lief,  That    I   could   nev  -  -  er 


answer  nay 


had  not  power  to      ask   his  name,  Width- 


*  i  i  i  TT^ 
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er    he  went,  or  whence  he  came ;     Yet     there  was  something  in  his  eye  That  won  my   love,  I  knew  not  why. 


:rf-fz~=sq:: 


THE  SACRED  MINSTREL. 


2.  Once,  when  my  scanty  meal  was  spread, 

He  entered — not  a  word  he  spake; 
Just  perishing  for  want  -  of  bread, 

I  gave  him  all — he  blessed  it,  brake,' 
And  ate,  but  gave  me  part  again. 
Mine  was  an  angel's  portion  then  — 
And  while  I  fed  with  eager  haste. 
The  crust  was  manna  to  my  taste. 

3.  I  spied  him  where  a  fountain  burst 

Clear  from  the  rock  —  his  strength  was  gone, 
The  heedless  water  mocked  his  thirst, 

He  heard  it,  saw  it  hurrying  on. 
I  ran,  and  raised  the  sufferer  up; 
Thrice  from  the  stream  he  drained  my  cup, 
Dipped,  and  returned  it  running  o'er  — 
I  drank,  and  never  thirsted  more. 

4.  'Twas  night.  .The  floods  were  out;  it  blew 

A  wintry  hurricane  aloof. 
I  heard  his  voice  abroad,  and  flew 

To  bid  him  welcome  to  my  roof. 
I  warmed,  I  clothed,  I  cheered  my  guest, 
Laid  him  on  mine  own  couch  to  rest, 
Then  made  the  earth  my  bed,  and  seemed 
In  Eden's  garden  while  I  dreamed. 


5.  Stripped,  wounded,  beaten  nigh  to  death, 

I  found  him  by  the  highway  side; 
I  roused  his  pulse,  brought  back  his  breath, 

Revived  his  spirit,  and  supplied 
Wine,  oil,  refreshment;  he  was  healed. 
I  had  myself  a  wound  concealed, 
But  from  that  hour  forgot  the  smart, 
And  peace  bound  up  my  broken  heart. 

6.  In  prison  I  saw  him  next,  condemned  „ 

To  meet  a  traitor's  doom  at  morn ; 
The  tide  of  lying  tongues  I  stemmed, 

And  honored  him  'mid  shame  and  scorn. 
My  friendship's  utmost  zeal  to  try, 
He  asked  if  I  for  him  would  die. 
The  flesh  was  weak,  my  blood  ran  chill, 
But  the  free  spirit  cried,  "  I  will." 

7.  Then,  in  a  moment,  to  my  view 

The  stranger  started  from  disguise; 
The  tokens  in  his  hands  I  knew  — 

My  Savior  stood  before  my  eyes. 
He  spake,  and  my  poor  name  he  named  — 
"  Of  me  thou  hast  not  been  ashamed ; 
These  deeds  shall  thy  memorial  be ; 
Fear  not,  thou  didst  it  unto  me." 


Song  of 

1.  Let  one  loud  song  of  praise  arise 

To  God,  whose  goodness  ceaseless  flows, 
Who  dwells  enthroned  above  the  skies, 

And  life  and  health  on  all  bestows. 
Let  all  of  good  this  bosom  fires, 

To  him,  sole  good,  give  praises  due; 
Let  all  the  truth  himself  inspires 

Unite  to  sing  him  only  true. 


2.  In  ardent  adoration  joined, 

Obedient  to  thy  holy  will, 
Let  all  our  faculties,  combined, 

Thy  just  commands,  O  God,  fulfil. 
O,  may  the  solemn  breathing  sound 

Like  incense  rise  before  thy  throne, 
Where  thou,  whose  glory  knows  no  bound, 

Great  Cause  of  all  things,  dwelPst  alone! 
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PRAISE  TO  GOD.  7s. 


NtJREMBCKG. 
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1.  Praise  to   God,  —  im-mor  -  tal  praise,  For 


the   love  that  crowns 


our 
I 


days :  Bounteous  Source    of     every  joy, 


Si 


(2. 
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Let     thy    praise  our 
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ploy. 
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2.  All  that  spring,  with  bounteous  hand, 
Scatters  o'er  the  smiling  land  ; 

All  that  liberal  autumn  pours 
From  her  rich,  o'erflowing  stores,  — 

3.  These,  to  that  dear  source  we  owe,  n 
Whence  our  sweetest  comforts  flow ; 
These,  through  all  my  happy  days, 
Claim  my  cheerful  songs  of  praise. 

4.  Lord,  to  thee  my  soul  should  raise 
Grateful,  never-ending  praise, 
And  when  every  blessing's  flown, 
Love  thee  for  Thyself  alone. 


1. 

Father,  Refuge  of  my  soul, 
Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly, 

While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 
While  the  tempest  still  is  hi< 


God  a  Kefuge. 


Hide  me,  O  my  Father,  hide, 
Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 

Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 
O,  receive  my  soul  at  last. 


3.  4. 
Other  refuge  have  I  none :  All  my  trust  on  thee  is  stayed, 

Helpless  hangs  my  soul  on  thee ;  All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring ; 
Leave,  O,  leave  me  not  alone ;       Cover  my  defenceless  head 

Still  support  and  comfort  me.       With  the  shadow  of  thy  wing. 


ALL  HAIL  THE  POWER  OF  JESUS'  NAME.  C.  M. 


T5K~ 
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Coronation.  17 


1.  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  !  Let  angels  prostrate  fall ;  Bring  forth  the  royal  di-a-dem,  And  crown  him  Lord   of  all, 

2.  Ye   chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race.  A  remnant  weak  and  small,  Hail  him,who  saved  you  by  his  grace,  And  crown  him  Lord  of  all 


Bring  forth  the  roy-al      di  -  -  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  him  Lord         of  all. 
Hail  him  who  saved  you  by      his  grace,  And  crown  him  Lord         of  all. 


Ml 


a  -  dem,  And  crown  him  Lord 
his  grace,  And  crown  him  Lord 

=t=t= 


Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 
On  this  terrestrial  ball, 

To  him  all  majesty  ascribe, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


4. 





0  that,  with  yonder  sacred  throng, 
We  at  his  feet  may  fall ; 

We'll  join  the  everlasting  song, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


The 

1 .  O  Thou,  enthroned  in  worlds  above, 

Our  Father  and  our  Friend, 
Lo,  at  the  footstool  of  thy  love 
Thy  children  humbly  bend. 

2.  All  reverence  to  thy  name  be  given, 

Thy  kingdom  wide  displayed  ; 
And,  as  thy  will  is  done  in  heaven, 
Be  it  on  earth  obeyed. 

3.  Our  table  may  thy  bounty  spread 

From  thine  exhaustless  store, 


's  Prayer. 

From  day  to  day,  with  daily  bread  ; 
Nor  would  we  ask  for  more. 

4.  That  pardon  we  to  others  give, 

Do  thou  to  us  extend  ; 
From  all  temptation,  O,  relieve, 
From  every  ill  defend. 

5.  And  now  to  thee  belong,  Most  High, 

The  kingdom,  glory,  power, 
Through  the  broad  earth  and  spacious  sky, 
Till  time  shall  be  no  more. 
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THE  PLEASURES  OF  EARTH. 


Sweet  Home. 


1.  The      pleasures  of  earth  I  have     seen  fade  a  -  way;      They      bloom  for  a      season,  but   soon  they  de  -  - 


If  rElFfEikUhEmtHFEEi-F  EC 


I  I  m  I 

cay.      But     pleas-ures  more  last-ing   in      Je  -  sus  are  given,     Sal  -  va  -  tion  on  earth,  and  a 


mansion  in 
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heaven.       Home,    home,  sweet,  sweet  home,       The     saints  in   those   mansions   for  -  -  ev  -  -  er    at  home. 


• — #- 


THE  SACRED  MINSTREL. 
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2.  Allure  me  no  longer,  ye  false  glowing  charms ; 
The  Savior  invites  me ;  I'll  go  to  his  arms ; 
At  the  banquet  of  mercy  I  hear  there  is  room ; 
O,  there  may  I  feast  with  his  children  at  home. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home ; 
O  Jesus,  conduct  me  to  heaven,  my  home. 

3.  Farewell,  vain  amusements ;  my  follies,  adieu ; 
While  Jesus,  and  heaven,  and  glory  I  view, 

I  feast  on  the  pleasures  that  flow  from  his  throne, 
The  foretaste  of  heaven,  sweet  heaven,  my  home. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home  ; 
0,  when  shall  I  share  the  fruition  of  home  ? 


4.  The  days  of  my  exile  are  passing  away ; 
The  time  is  approaching  when  Jesus  will  say, 

"  Well  done,  faithful  servant ;  sit  down  on  my  throne, 
And  dwell  in  my  presence,  forever  at  home." 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home ; 
O,  there  I  shall  rest  with  the  Savior  at  home. 

5.  Affliction,  and  sorrow,  and  death  shall  be  o'er ; 
The  saints  shall  unite,  to  be  parted  no  more ; 
There,  loud  hallelujahs  fill  heaven's  high  dome  ; 
They  dwell  with  the  Savior  forever  at  home. 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home ; 
They  dwell  with  the  Savior  forever  at  home. 


I  would  not  live  alway. 


1 . 1  would  not  live  alway ;  I  ask  not  to  stay 

Where  storm  after  storm  rises  o'er  the  dark  way ; 
The  few  hirid  mornings  that  dawn  on  us  here 
Are  enough  for  life's  woes,  full  enough  for  its  cheer. 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home ; 
O,  there  I  shall  rest  with  my  Savior  at  home. 

2. 1  would  not  live  alway ;  no,  welcome  the  tomb ; 
Since  Jesus  has  lain  there,  I  dread  not  its  gloom ; 
There,  sweet  be  my  rest  till  he  bid  me  arise, 
To  hail  him  in  triumph  descending  the  skies. 
Home,  home,  &c. 


3.  Who,  who  would  live  alway  away  from  his  God, 
Away  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  abode, 

Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow  o'er  the  bright  plains, 
And  the  noontide  of  glory  eternally  reigns  ? 
Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home  ; 
O,  there  I  shall  rest  with  my  Savior  at  home. 

4.  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 
Their  Savior  and  brethren  transported  to  greet, 
Where  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roll, 
And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul. 

Home,  home,  &c. 


LET  US  LOVE  ONE  ANOTHER. 


Araby's  Daughter. 


^                 1^                       ^  Fine. 
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j   I  Let  us     love   one    an-oth-er —  not   long  may  we    stay     In  this  bleak  world  of  mourning,  so  brief  is  life's  ( 


Some    fade    ere     'tis  noon,  and  few  lin  -  ger   till    eve;     O,  there  breaks  not  a  heart  butleaves  some  one  to  grieve 
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Then       0,  though  the  hopes  that  we  nourished   de  -  cay,   Let  us     love  one  an  -  oth  -  er   as    long  as  we  stay 


_   |*  D.  C. 

(  And  the  fondest,  the  purest,  the  tru-est  that  met,  Have  still  found  the  need  to  for  -  give  and  for  -  get ;  ) 
1  Then     O,  though  the  hopes  that  we     nourished    dc  -  cay,    Let  us    love  one    an  -  oth  -  er     as    long   as     we  stay.  ) 
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2. 

There  are  hearts  like  the  ivy,  though  all  be  decayed 
Which  it  seemed  to  clasp  fondly  in  sunlight  and  shade, 
Yet  drop  not  its  leaves,  but  still  gayly  they  spread, 
Undimmed  'midst  the  blighted,  the  lonely,  and  dead  ; 
And  the  mistletoe  clings  to  the  oak,  not  in  part, 
But  with  leaves  closely  round  it,  the  root  in  its  heart  — 
Exists  but  to  twine  it,  and  drink  the  same  dew, 
Or  to  fall  with  its  loved  oak,  and  perish  there  too. 
Exists  but  to  twine  it.  &c. 


Thus  we'll  love  one  another  'midst  sorrow  the  worst, 
Unaltered  and  fond  as  we  loved  at  the  first. 
Though  the  false  wing  of  pleasure  may  change  and  forsake, 
And  the  bright  urn  of  wealth  into  particles  break, 
There  are  some  sweet  affections  that  earth  cannot  buy, 
That  cling  but  the  closer  when  sorrow  draws  nigh, 
And  remain  with  us  yet,  though  all  else  pass  away  — 
Yes,  we'll  love  one  another  as  long  as  we  stay. 
And  remain  with  us,  &c. 


THE  HOURS  OF  EVENING  CLOSE.  S.  M. 


Olmutz 
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1.  The 
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Our  guardian  Shepherd  near, 
His  watchful  eye  will  keep; 
And,  safe  from  violence  and  fear, 
Will  fold  his  flock  to  sleep. 


So  may  a  holier  light 

Than  earth's  our  spirits  rouse, 
And  call  us,  strengthened  by  his  might, 

To  pay  the  Lord  our  vows. 


Divine  Guidance. 


1.  From  earliest  dawn  of  life, 

Thy  goodness  we  have  shared ; 
And  still  we  live  to  sing  thy  praise, 
By  sovereign  mercy  spared. 

2.  To  learn  and  do  thy  will, 

O  Lord,  our  hearts  incline  ; 
And  o'er  the  paths  of  future  life 
Command  thy  light  to  shine. 


3.  While  taught  thy  word  of  truth, 

May  we  that  word  receive : 
And,  when  we  hear  of  Jesus'  name, 
In  that  blest  name  believe. 

4.  O,  let  us  never  tread 

The  broad,  destructive  road, 
But  trace  those  holy  paths  which  lead 
To  glory  and  to  God. 
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THE  MORNING  LIGHT  IS  BREAKING. 


:.i-J:.c-;fcrfliW 

1.  The  morning  light   is  breaking,    The  darkness  dis-ap-pears,     The  sons  of  earth  are  waking   To  pen  -  i-tential  tears ;  Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the 

2.  Rich  dews  of  grace  come  o'er  us    In  many  a    gentle  shower,   And  brighter  scenes  before    us  Are  opening   every  hour ;     Each  cry,  to  Heaven 

Irlr  r  r' 


Of     nations,  in   commotion,   Prepared  for  Zion's  war. 
And  heavenly  gales  are  blowing,  With  peace  upon  their  wings. 


o-cean  Brings  tidings  from  a  -  -  far 
go  -  ing,   A-bun-dant  answers  brings, 


See  heathen  nations  bending 

Before  the  God  we  love, 
And  thousand  hearts  ascending 

In  gratitude  above ; 
While  sinners,  now  confessing, 

The  gospel  call  obey, 
And  seek  the  Savior's  blessing, 

A  nation  in  a  day. 


Kemember  thy  Creator. 


Remember  thy  Creator  " 

While  youth's  fair  spring  is  bright, 
Before  thy  cares  are  greater, 

Before  come  age's  night ; 
While  yet  the  sun  shines  o'er  thee, 

While  stars  the  darkness  cheer, 
While  life  is  all  before  thee, 

Thy  great  Creator  fear. 


';  Remember  thy  Creator  " 

Ere  life  resigns  its  trust, 
Ere  sinks  dissolving  nature, 

And  dust  returns  to  dust ; 
Before  with  God,  who  gave  it, 

The  spirit  shall  appear  : 
He  cries,  who  died  to  save  it, 

"  Thy  great  Creator  fear." 


Blest  river  of  salvation, 

Pursue  thy  onward  way, 
Flow  thou  to  every  nation, 

Nor  in  thy  richness  stay ; 
Stay  not  till  all  the  lowly 

Triumphant  reach  their  homo 
Stay  not,  till  all  the  holy 

Proclaim,  the  Lord  has  come. 


SHED  NOT  A  TEAR. 


Long  Long  Ago. 
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1 .  Shed  not   a  tear  o'er  your  friend's  early  bier,    When    I    am  gone,  When  I    am  gone 

2.  Plant  ye    a  tree  which  may  wave  o  -  ver  me,     When  I   am  gone,    When  I   am  gone, 


Smile,  if  the  slow  -  toll-ing 
Sing  me    a  song,  if  my 
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bell  you  should  hear,  When  I  am  gone,  I  am  gone 
grave  you  should  see,     When    I   am  gone,  I    am  gojie. 


Weep  not  for  me  when  you  stand  round  my  grave, 
Come   at    the  close  of      a     bright    summer's  day, 
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Think  who  has  died  his  be  - 
Come  when  the  sun  sheds  his 


-  lov  -  ed  to  save ;  Think  of  the  crown  all  the  ransomed  shall  have,  When  I  am  gone,  I  am 
last   lingering  ray,     Come  and  rejoice  that  I      thus  passed  a-vvay,     When  I  am  gone,  I  am 


gone, 
gone. 
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THE  SPACIOUS  FIRMAMENT  ON  HIGH. 


L.  M.  Cephas. 

*-f»-H*-  l^T" 
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spacious  fir-  ma-men t  on  high,With  all  the  blue,  e  -  the-real  sky, 
as     the  evening  shades  pre-vail,  The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale, 


And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame.  Their  great  O 


And 


night-ly,  to 


the  listening  earth,  Repeats  the 
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sun,  from  day  to  day,  Does  his  Cre  - 
stars  that  round  her  burn,  And  all  the 


a-tor's  power  dis 
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play, 
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What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  this  dark  terrestrial  ball  — 
What  though  nor  real  voice  nor  sound 
Amid  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  — 
In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 
Forever  singing,  as  they  shine, 
"  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 


Maestoso. 


COME,  THOU  ALMIGHTY  KING.    6s  &  4s.  America. 
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1.  Come,  thou    al  -  migh-ty  King,  Help  us  thy  name  to  sing — Help  us  to  praise.   Father    all    glo  -  ri-ous,  O'er  all  vie-  - 
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-  -  to  -  ri  -  ous,  Come,  and  reign 
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o  -  ver  us, 
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An  -  cient  of  days, 
pass, 


.  Come,  thou  eternal  Lord,  • 
By  heaven  and  earth  adored, 

Our  prayer  attend. 
Come,  and  thy  children  hless  ; 
Give  thy  good  word  success  ; 
Make  thine  own  holiness 

On  us  descend. 

.  Be  thou  our  Comforter ; 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour. 
Omnipotent  thou  art: 
0.  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 


i. 

Praise  ye  Jehovah's  name; 

Praise  through  his  courts  proclaim  ; 

Rise  and  adore ; 
High  o'er  the  heavens  above, 
Sound  his  great  acts  of  love  : 
While  his  rich  grace  we  prove, 

Vast  as  his  power. 


Praise  to  God. 
2. 

Now  let  the  trumpet  raise 
Triumphant  sounds  of  praise, 

Wide  as  his  fame ; 
There  let  the  harps  be  found, 
Organs  with  solemn  sound, 
Roll  your  deep  notes  around, 
Filled  with  his  name. 


3. 

While  his  high  praise  ye  sing, 
Shake  every  sounding  string ; 

Sweet  the  accord  ! 
He  vital  breath  bestows  — 
Let  every  breath  that  flows, 
His  noblest  fame  disclose : 

Praise  ye  the  Lord. 
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WHEN  I  CAN  READ  MY  TITLE  CLEAR.  C.  M. 
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1.  When  I    can    read  my     ti  -  tie    clear    To     raan-sions   in    the  skies, 
I'll      bid  fare  -  well    to      eve-ry    fear,    And  wipe   my   weep-ing  eyes. 


And  Avipe  my   weeping  eyes, 


9—e 
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2.  Should  earth  a  -  gainst  my    soul  en-gage,    And     fier  -  y     darts  be 
Then      I    can    smile  at      Sa-tan's  rage,  And  face     a  frown-ing 


hurl'd, 
world, 


|  And  face    a  frowning  world, 
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And    wipe  my  weep-in< 


eyes, 
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I'll      bid  fare-well     to       eve  -  ry  fear,     And  wipe  my  weep  -  ing 


eyes. 


EE 
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And     face     a    frowning      world,    Then  I 




can  smile  at 


Sa-tan's    rage,  And  face     a     frowning  world. 


Retirement. 


3.  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

Let  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 
So  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

4.  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 


1.  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade, 

With  prayer  and  praise  agree, 
And  seem  by  thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  that  follow  thee. 

2.  There,  if  thy  spirit  touch  the  soul, 

And  grace  her  mean  abode, 
O,  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 
She  communes  with  her  God ! 


3.  There,  like  the  nightingale,  she  pours 

Her  solitary  lays, 
Nor  asks  a  witness  to  her  song, 
Nor  thirsts  for  human  praise. 

4.  There,  0  my  soul,  look  up  and  view 

Thy  Father's  smiling  face  : 
Here,  promises  he  grants  to  you ; 
In  heaven,  a  resting-place. 


FATHER,  IN  THY  SACRED  DWELLING.  8S  &  7s.     Go,  forget  me.  27 


1.  Father,   in   thy   sacred  dwelling,  Now  we  lift  the  voice  in  prayer :  While  our  gentle  hearts  are  swelling,  Lend,  O,  lend      a    gracious  ear. 


i — 
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2.  Should  the  distant  shadows,   ris  -  ing,  Veil  in  clouds  our  venial    sky,   May  we,  on  thine  arm  re  -  clin  -  ing,  Feel  se  -  cure  when  danger's  nigh. 


View  us  on  life's  troubled  wa -- ters,  Rudely  tossed  by  eve-ry     tide  ;  Guide  us,  infant  sons  and  daughters,  O'er  the  bil  -  lows     far  and  wide. 
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Keep  us,  by  thy  spir  -  it     giv-en,  Till  the  voyage  of  life  is    past  ;     Safe-ly   to  the  port  of    heav-en  Bring  our  wea-ry   souls  at  last. 


The  Fount  of  Blessing. 

1.  2. 

Far  from  mortal  cares  retreating,  Who  may  share  this  great  salvation? 

Sordid  hopes  and  vain  desires,  Every  pure  and  humble  mind, 

Here  our  willing  footsteps  meeting,  Every  kindred,  tongue,  and  nation, 

Every  heart  to  heaven  aspires.  From  the  stains  of  guilt  refined. 

From  the  fount  of  glory  beaming,  Blessings  all  around  bestowing, 

Light  celestial  cheers  our  eyes,  God  withholds  his  care  from  none ; 

Mercy  from  above  proclaiming  Grace  and  mercy  ever  flowing 

Peace  and  pardon  from  the  skies.  From  the  fountain  of  his  throne. 
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YE  CHRISTIAN  HEROES.  L.  M. 


Missionary  Chant. 
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Ye  Christian  he  • 
2.  He'll  shield  you  with 


roes,  go  pro  -  claim 
a       Avail    of  fire, 
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Im  -  -  man  -  uefs  name 
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To  dis  -  tant  climes  the  tidings 
Bid  rag  -  ing     winds    their  fu  -  ry 
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bear, 
cease, 
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And  plant  the  rose  of  Shar  -  on  there. 
And  calm  the     sav  -  age  breast    to  peace. 
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1.  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run, 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore 
TiH  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more 

2.  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  sweetest  song, 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  his  name. 


Jesus  shall  reign. 

3.  Blessings  abound  where'er  he  reigns  ; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  loose  his  chains, 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

4.  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King ; 

V         Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 


THE  LORD  MY  PASTURE  SHALL  PREPARE.  L.  M.  6 1 
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1.  The  Lord 

2.  Though  in 

3.  Though  in 


my 
a 
the 
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pas-ture  shall  prepare,  And  feed  me 
bare  and  rug  -  ged  way,  Through  de-vious, 
paths    of  death   I  tread,  With   gloom  -  y 


I  I 
with  a 
lone  -  -  ly 
hor  -  -  rors 


Bellville.  29 
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pres  -  -  -  ence  shall  my  wants 
boun  -  -  -  ty  shall  my  pains 
stead  -  -  fast     heart    shall  fear 


sup  -  -  ply,    And  guard  me 
be  -  -  guile  ;  T  he     bar  -  -  ren 
no         ill,     For    thou,  O 
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noon  -  -  day     walks      he       shall        at  -  -  tend,    And     all     my        mid  -  -  night  hours 
sud  -  -  -  den     greens    and      herb  -  -  age    crowned,  And  streams    shall      mur  -  -  mur  all 
friend  -  -  ly       crook   shall      give       me      aid,     And  guide    me      through    the  dread 
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TO  THY  PASTURES  FAIR  AND  LARGE.  7s. 


Andante 


5F3 
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Pleyel's  Hymn. 
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1.  To    thy    pastures,    fair    and  large,    heavenly    Shepherd,  lead    thy  charge;  And    my  couch,  with  tenderest  care, 
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Midst  the  springing 


grass  prepare. 
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When  I  faint  with  summer's  heat, 
Thou  shalt  guide  my  weary  feet 
To  the  streams,  that,  still  and  slow, 
Through  the  verdant  meadows  flow. 

3. 

Safe  the  dreary  vale  I  tread, 

By  the  shades  of  death  o'erspread  ; 


With  thy  rod  and  staff"  supplied, 
This  my  guard,  and  that  my  guide. 

4. 

Constant  to  my  latest  end, 
Thou  my  footsteps  shalt  attend, 
And  shalt  bid  thy  hallowed  dome 
Yield  me  an  eternal  home. 


1. 

Brothers,  sisters,  ere  we  part, 
Every  voice  and  every  heart 
Join,  and  to  our  Father  raise 
One  last  hymn  of  grateful  praise. 


Closing  Hymn. 
2." 

Though  we  here  should  meet  no  more, 
Yet  there  is  a  brighter  shore ; 
There,  released  from  toil  and  pain, 
There  we  all  may  meet  again. 


3. 

Now  to  Him  who  reigns  in  heaven 
Be  eternal  glory  given ; 
Grateful  for  thy  love  divine, 
O,  may  all  our  hearts  be  thine. 


HEAVENLY  FATHER. 


Sicilian  Htils. 
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1.  Heavenly 


Fa  -  •  ther,    grant  thy   bless  -  ing    On  th'  in  -  struc-tions 
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of     this       day,      That    our  hearts,  thy 
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fear      pos  -  sess-ing,     Mav     from     sin     be     turned  a  -  way. 


pos  -  sess-ing,     May  fn 


We  have  wandered ;  0.  forgive  us  ; 

We  have  wished  from  truth  to  rove ; 
Turn.  O.  turn  us,  and  receive  us, 

And  incline  our  hearts  to  love. 
We  have  learned  that  Christ,  the  Savior, 

Lived  to  teach  us  what  is  good  : 
Died  to  gain  for  us  thy  favor. 

And  redeem  us  by  his  blood. 
For  his  sake.  0  God,  forgive  us  ; 

Guide  us  to  that  happy  home, 
Where  the  Savior  will  receive  us, 

And  where  sin  can  never  come. 


God  i 

1.  God  is  love  ;  his  mercy  brightens 

All  the  path  in  which  we  rove ; 
Bliss  he  wakes,  and  woe  he  lightens  : 
God  is  wisdom.  God  is  love. 

2.  Chance  and  change  are  busy  ever ; 

Man  decays,  and  ages  move ; 
But  his  mercy  waneth  never : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 


Love. 

3.  E'en  the  hour  that  darkest  seemeth 

Will  his  changeless  goodness  prove; 
From  the  gloom  his  brightness  streameth : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 

4.  He  with  earthly  cares  entwineth  . 

Hope  and  comfort  from  above  * 
Every  where  his  glory  shineth  : 
God  is  wisdom,  God  is  love. 
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THIS  BOOK  IS  ALL  THAT'S  LEFT  ME  NOW.  C.  M. 


J.  RlCKARD. 


1.  This    book   is    all  that's     left   me  now!    Tears  will    un  -  bid  -  den  start; 


With      fal-tering  lip  and 
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THE  SACRED  MINSTREL. 
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is     our     family  tree; 
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My   mother's  hands  this    Bi  -  ble  clasped ;  She,     dy  -  ing,  gave  it 


P 


It 
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2. 

Ah  !  well  do  I  remember  those 

Whose  names  these  records  bear ; 
Who  round  the  hearth-stone  used  to  close, 

After  the  evening  prayer, 
And  speak  of  what  these  pages  said, 

In  tones  my  heart  would  thrill ! 
Though  they  are  with  the  silent  dead, 

Here  are  they  living  still. 
3 


My  father  read  this  holy  book 

To  brothers,  sisters  dear  — 
How  calm  was  my  poor  mother's  look, 

Wfeo  loved  God's  word  to  hear ! 
Her  angel  face  —  I  see  it  yet : 

What  thronging  memories  come ! 
Again  that  little  group  is  met 

Within  the  walls  of  home. 


4. 

Thou  truest  friend  man  ever  knew, 

Thy  constancy  I've  tried ; 
When  all  were  false,  I've  found  thee  true, 

My  counsellor  and  guide. 
The  mines  of  earth  no  treasure  give 

That  could  this  volume  buy : 
In  teaching  me  the  way  to  live, 

It  taught  me  how  to  die. 


34 


MY  SOUL,  BE  ON  THY  GUARD. 


Laban. 


Allegro  Vigoroso 


3 


m=jt 


4W  J  t\r\\ii\i-UsU4±. 


1.  My      soul,    be     on    thy   guard;  Ten 

2.  O,        watch,  and  fight,  and  pray  ;  The 


thousand 
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3. 

Ne'er  think  the  victory  won, 
Nor  lay  thine  armor  down : 

Thy  arduous  work  will  not  be  done 
Till  thou  obtain  thy  crown. 


Fight  on,  my  soul,  till  death 
Shall  bring  thee  to  thy  God ; 

He'll  take  thee,  at  thy  parting  breath, 
Up  to  his  blest  abode. 


The  Heavenly  Shepherd. 


1. 

The  Lord  my  shepherd  is  ; 

I  shall  be  well  supplied  ; 
Since  he  is  mine,  and  I  am  his, 

What  can  I  want  beside  1 


He  leads  me  to  the  place 

Where  heavenly  pasture  grows, 
Where  living  waters  gently  pass, 

And  full  salvation  flows. 


If  e'er  I  go  astray 

He  doth  my  soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way, 

For  his  most  holy  name. 


In  spite  of  all  my  foes, 
He  doth  my  table  spread; 

My  cup  with  blessings  overflows, 
And  joy  exalts  my  head. 


BE  THOU,  0  GOD,  EXALTED  HIGH.    L.  M.       Old  Hundred.  35 
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I.  Be   thou,  O    God,   ex  -  alt  -  ed  high;  And  as    thy   glo  -  ry   fills     the  sky,    So    let     it     be     on     earth  dis - 
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2. 

O  God,  my  heart  is  fixed  ;  'tis  bent 
Its  thankful  tribute  to  present ; 
And  with  my  heart  my  voice  I'll  raise 
To  thee,  my  God,  in  songs  of  praise. 


Thy  praises,  Lord,  I  will  resound 
To  all  the  listening  nations  round  ; 
Thy  mercy  highest  heaven  transcends  ; 
Thy  truth  beyond  the  clouds  extends. 


Praise  to  God. 


1. 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  him  above,  ye  heavenly  hosts  ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 


2. 

From  all  that.dwell  below  the  skies 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise  ; 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
Through  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 


3. 

Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord ; 

Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  : 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 

Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


RISE,  MY  SOUL.  7s  &  6s. 


Amsterdam. 


Moderato. 


1.  Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings,Thy  better   portion  trace,  ) 

Rise  from  tran  -  si  -  to  -  ry  things  To  heaven,  thy  native  place. )    Sun,  and  moon,  and    stars  de  -  cay ;  Time  shall  soon  this 
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earth 


remove 


Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  a 


ay  To  seats  prepared  a 


bove. 


Rivers  to  the  ocean  run, 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course  ; 
Fire,  ascending,  seeks  the  sun  ; 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source 
So  a  soul  that's  born  of  God 

Pants  to  view  his  glorious  face; 
Upward  tends  to  his  abode, 

To  rest  in  his  embrace. 


1.  Praise  the  Lord,  who  reigns  above, 

And  keeps  his  courts  below  ; 
Praise  him  for  his  boundless  love, 

And  all  his  greatness  show. 
Praise  him  for  his  noble  deeds, 

Praise  him  for  his  matchless  power  ; 
Him,  from  whom  all  good  proceeds, 

Let  earth  and  heaven  adore. 


the  Lord. 

2.  Praise  him,  every  tuneful  string ; 

And  all  of  heavenly  art, 
All  the  power  of  music  bring, 

The  music  of  the  heart. 
Hallowed  be  his  name  beneath, 

As  in  heaven,  on  earth  adored  ; 
Praise  the  Lord  in  every  breath ; 

Let  all  things  praise  the  Lord. 


THOU  SWEET  GLIDING  KEDRON. 


Sweet  Afton. 
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Andante. 
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1.  Thou  sweet  glid  -  ing   Kedron,  by    thy  sil-ver  stream,  Our 


Sa-vior  would  lin  -  ger 


in  moon-light's  soft  beam ;  And 
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by     thy  bright  wa  -  ters     till  midnight  would  stay,  And  lose     in    thy   murmurs  the     toils  of    the  day. 


s 


How  damp  were  the  vapors  that  fell  on  his  head  ! 
How  hard  was  his  pillow  !  how  humble  his  bed ! 
The  angels,  beholding,  amazed  at  the  sight, 
Attended  their  Master  with  solemn  delight. 

3. 

O  Garden  of  Olive  !  thou  dear,  honored  spot, 
The  fame  of  thy  wonders  shall  ne'er  be  forgot ; 


The  theme  most  transporting  to  seraphs  above, 
The  triumph  of  sorrow  —  the  triumph  of  love. 

4. 

Come,  saints,  and  adore  him  —  come,  bow  at  his  feet ; 
O,  give  him  the  glory,  the  praise  that  is  meet ; 
Let  joyful  hosannas  unceasing  arise, 
And  join  the  fall  chorus  that  gladdens  the  skies. 
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PRAISE  TO  THEE.  8s  &  7s. 


WlLMOT. 
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Sound    Je    -   ho    -   vah's   praise    on  high. 
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1     T  : 

Prayer  for  a  Blessing. 

1.  May  the  grace  of  Christ,  our  Savior. 

And  the  Father's  boundless  love, 
With  the  Holy  Spirit's  favor, 
Rest  upon  us  from  above. 

2.  Thu9  may  we  abide  in  union 

With  each  other  and  the  Lord, 
And  possess,  in  sweet  communion, 
Joys  which  earth  cannot  afford. 


Closing  Hymn. 

1.  Israel's  Shepherd,  guide  me,  feed  me, 

Through  my  pilgrimage  below ; 
And  beside  the  waters  lead  me, 
Where  thy  flock  rejoicing  go. 

2.  Lord,  thy  guardian  presence  ever, 

Meekly  kneeling,  I  implore ; 
I  have  found  thee,  and  would  never, 
Never  wander  from  thee  more. 


Ascription. 

1.  Gracious  Source  of  every  blessing, 

Guard  our  breasts  from  anxious  fears ; 
Let  us  each,  thy  care  possessing, 
Sink  into  the  vale  of  years. 

2.  All  our  hopes  on  thee  reclining, 

Peace  companion  of  our  way, 
May  our  sun,  in  smiles  declining, 
Rise  in  everlasting  day. 


WHILE  WITH  CEASELESS  COURSE.  7s. 


Andante. 


Benevento. 

3 


39 


-9-  -G-  -#-  -0-  -Gh 

1.  While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun     Hast-ed  through  the  for  -  mer  year,  Ma  -  ny    souls  their  race  have  run,  Nev-er  - 

2.  Spared  to    see^  an  -  oth  -  er   year,  Let  thy  bless-ing  meet  us    here ;  Come,  thy  dy  -  ing  work  re  -  vive,  Bid  thy 
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Fixed  in  an  e  -  ter  -  nal  state,  They  have  done  with  all  be  -  low; 
Sun     of     right  -  eous  -  ncss,     a  -rise!    Warm  our   hearts  and    bless  our  eves: 
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We  a  lit  -  tie  long-er  wait,  But  how  lit  -  tie 
Let  our  prayer  thy  pit  -  y    move,  Make  this  year  a 


none  can 
time  of 


W3 


know, 
love. 
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3. 

Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive ; 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us  henceforth  how  to  live, 

With  eternity  in  view. 
Bless  thy  word  to  old  and  young ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Savior's  love ; 
When  our  life's  short  race  is  run, 

May  we  dwell  with  thee  above. 
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JOY  TO  THE  WORLD.  C.  M. 


Anhoch. 


Allegro  Risoluto.  *** 


1.  Joy  to    the  world!  the  Lord  is  come !  Let  earth  re  -  ceive  her    King;     Let    ev  -  ery      heart    pre  -  pare  him 


.{*:  


room,    And  heaven  and  nature  sing,       And  heaven  and  nature  sing, 


And  heaven  and  nature 
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sing, 


And  heaven,  And  heaven   and  na  -  ture  sing, 
.ft.  #j 


And  heaven  and  nature  sing, 
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And  heaven  and  nature  sing,  ''And   heaven   and  na  -  ture  sing. 


2. 


3. 


4. 


Joy  to  the  world !  the  Savior  reigns ! 

Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 
While  fields  and  floods,  rocks,  hills,  and  plains, 

Repeat  the  sounding  joy, 
Repeat,  &c. 


No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground ; 

He  comes  to  make  his  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found, 
Far  as,  &c. 


He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  makes  the  nations  prove 

The  glories  of  his  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  his  love, 
And  wonders,  &c. 


MY  SHEPHERD  WILL  SUPPLY.  C.  M. 


PONTUt. 
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Andantino  Dolce. 


My  shepherd  will  sup  -  ply  my  need ;  Je  -  ho  -  vah  is  his  name 
2.  He  brings  my  wan-dering  spir  -  it  back;  When  I   for  -  sake  his  ways, 


In    pas  -  tures  fresh 
And  leads  me,  for 
-g.   JL_  .fit. 


he 
his 


makes  me  feed, 
mer-cy's  sake, 


Be  -  side  the  liv  -  ing 
In    paths  of  truth  and 


r 

stream 
grace, 

I 


Be 
In 


\  h 

side  the 
paths  of 


liv  ■ 
truth 


\»  *  r  r -r 


1= 


-    -  ing  stream, 
and  grace. 


Be  -  side  the  liv  -  ing  stream. 
In   paths  of  truth  and  grace. 


When  I  walk  through  the  shades  of  death, 

Thy  presence  is  my  stay ; 
A  word  of  thy  supporting  breath 

Drives  all  my  fears  away. 

4. 

Thy  hand,  in  spite  of  all  my  foes, 

Doth  still  my  table  spread ; 
My  cup  with  blessings  overflows ; 

Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 


1. 

A  little  word,  in  kindness  said, 

A  motion,  or  a  tear, 
Has  often  healed  the  heart  that's  sad, 

And  made  a  friend  sincere. 


Pleasant  Words. 
2. 

A  word,  a  look,  has  crushed  to  earth 
Full  many  a  budding  flower, 

Which,  had  a  smile  but  owned  its  birth, 
Would  bless  life's  darkest  hour. 


3. 

Then  deem  it  not  an  idle  thing 

A  pleasant  word  to  speak ; 
The  face  you  wear,  the  thoughts  you  bring, 

A  heart  may  heal  or  break. 
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HAPPY  THE  MEEK.  L.  M. 


MlGDOL. 


l£  Moderato 

#y*r — ~ 


1.  Hap  -  py    the  meek  whose  gen  -  tie  breast,  Clear  as 


the 


sura  -  mers  even 


-F-  ^ 


W 

ing    ray,    Calm  as  the 


gag-  w 
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gions  of 


the 


blest,    En  -  joys 
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2. 

His  heart  no  broken  friendships  sting : 
No  storms  his  peaceful  tent  invade ; 

He  rests  beneath  Jehovah's  wing, 
Hostile  to  none,  of  none  afraid. 


Spirit  of  grace,  all  meek,  all  mild, 
Inspire  our  hearts,  our  souls  possess 

Repel  each  passion,  rude  and  wild, 
And  bless  us  as  we  aim  to  bless. 


1. 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds 
In  union  sweet  according  minds  ! 
How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  run 
Whose  hearts  and  faith  and  hopes  are  one ! 


Sacred  Ties. 
2. 

To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear! 
What  zealous  love,  what  holy  fear ! 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within 
Refine  from  earth  and  cleanse  from  sin ! 


Their  streaming  eyes  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  mortal  woe; 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise, 
Like  mingling  flame  in  sacrifice. 


SING,  ALL  YE  RANSOMED.  C.  M. 


Nichols. 
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1.  Sing,  all  ye     ran  -  somed  of      the      Lord,  Your  great  De - liv - erer  sing;    Ye     pil-grims  now    for    Zi    -  on 

2.  A    hand  di  -  vine    shall  lead    yon      on  Through  all  the  bliss-ful   road,    Till    to    the    sa  -  cred  mount  you 


U     I  HI 


mm 


p=p: 


imm. 
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bound, 
rise, 


4- 

f 

Be  joy  -  ful  in  yonr 
And  see  your  smil-ing 


King, 
God, 


Be  joy  -  fnl  in  your  King. 
And  see  your  smil-ing  God. 


^i:p7.^--r--riiij=j;=f:y|i-F-^^:^- 
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Bright  garlands  of  immortal  joy 
Shall  bloom  on  every  head ; 

While  sorrow,  sighing,  and  distress, 
Like  shadows,  all  are  fled. 

4. 

March  on  in  yon  Redeemer's  strength ; 

Pursue  his  footsteps  still ; 
With  joyfnl  hope  still  fix  your  eye 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hill. 


Praise  from  all  Nature. 

1.                                                                2.  3. 

Begin  the  high,  celestial  strain,                  Ye  curling  fountains,  as  ye  roll  Bear  it,  ye  breezes,  on  your  wings, 

My  raptured  soul,  and  sing                       Your  silver  waves  along,  To  distant  climes  away, 

A  sacred  hymn  of  grateful  praise               Repeat  to  all  your  verdant  shores  And  round  the  wide-extended  world 

To  heaven's  almighty  King.                     The  subject  of  the  song.  The  lefty  theme  convey. 
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EARLY,  MY  GOD.  C.  M. 


Lanesboro'. 


Allegr 

etto 

:  Jr:  * 
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r 

i 

m 

1.  Ear  -  ly,    my  God,  with  -  out     de  -  lay,      I    haste   to     seek   thy  face;    My  thirst  -  y      spir  -  it   faints  a 

2.  So     pil-grims  on      the    scorch-ing  sand,    Be-neath   a     burn  -  ing   sky,   Long  for     a     cool  -  ing  stream  at 


:f:_-?:T^_ 


EE 


32ti 


way,  My  thirst  -  y 
hand,     Long    for  a 


spir  -  it  faints 
cool  -  ing  stream 


way,  With  -  out  thy  cheer  -  ing  grace, 
hand,    And     they      must    drink,     or  die. 


2Z 


1. 

Our  souls  by  love  together  knit, 

-  Cemented,  mixed  in  one, 
One  hope,  one  heart,  one  mind,  one  voice, 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth  begun. 


Christian  Union. 
2. 

And  when  thou  mak'st  thy  jewels  up, 
And  set'st  thy  starry  crown,  — 

When  all  thy  sparkling  gems  shall  shine, 
Proclaimed  by  thee  thine  own,  — 


3. 

May  we,  a  little  band  of  love, 
We,  sinners  saved  by  grace, 

From  glory  unto  glory  changed, 
Behold  thee  face  to  face. 


THUS  FAR  THE  LORD  HAS  LED  ME  ON.  L.  M. 


Slow  and  Soft. 


I    1  '.J: 


Hebron. 
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1.  Thus    far   the  Lord  has 

2.  Much   of  my  time  has 


led  me  on  ;  Thus  far  his  power  pro  -  longs  my  days  ;  And  ev  -  ery  even  -  ing 
run   to  waste,  And     I,     per -haps,  am     near  my  home;  But     he    for -gives  my 


shall  make  known  Some 
fol  -  lies     past;  He 


fresh 
gives 


mo  -  rial 
strength  for 


of 

days 


::e:zz^z 
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his  grace, 
to  come. 


I 


fee 


I \   I  I  I' 


I  lay  my  body  down  to  sleep  ; 

Peace  is  the  pillow  for  my  head, 
While  well-appointed  angels  keep 

Their  watchful  stations  round  my  bed. 


Faith  in  his  name  forbids  my  fear ; 

O,  may  thy  presence  ne'er  depart ; 
And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 

Thy  love  and  kindness  in  my  heart. 


I. 

God  of  the  morning,  at  thy  voice 

The  cheerful  sun  makes  haste  to  rise, 

And  like  a  giant  doth  rejoice 
To  run  his  journey  through  the  skies. 


Morning  Hymn. 
2. 

O,  like  the  sun  may  I  fulfil 
Th'  appointed  duties  of  the  day, 

With  ready  mind  and  active  will 
March  on,  and  keep  my  heavenly  way. 


Give  me  thy  counsels  for  my  guide, 
And  then  receive  me  to  thy  bliss  ; 

All  my  desires  and  hopes  beside 
Are  faint  and  cold  compared  with  this. 
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FATHER,  WHATE'ER  OF  EARTHLY  BLISS.  C.  M. 


Andante.    Sotto  Voce. 


1.  Fa  -  ther,  what-e'er  of 


9^ 


earth  -  ly 


bliss 


Thy 


£3: 


sove  -  reign  will 


"ST" 
de  -  nies, 
.£2_ 


Naomi. 


Ac  -  cept  -  ed    at  thy 


It 


:^ — ^ — |  ^: 


n  J,  i 


throne     of     grace,     Let  this 


S 


pe 


ti  - 


tion     rise : 


"  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 
From  every  murmur  free; 

The  blessings  of  thy  grace  impart, 
And  make  me  live  to  thee. 


"  0,  let  the  hope  that  thou  art  mine 

My  life  and  death  attend, 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 

And  crown  my  journey's  end." 


The  Bible  a  Treasure. 

1.                                                       2.  3. 

This  is  the  field  where  hidden  lies             Here  consecrated  water  flows,  O,  may  thy  counsels,  mighty  God, 

The  pearl  of  price  unknown  ;                   To  quench  our  thirst  of  sin ;  Our  roving  feet  command, 

Those  children  are  divinely  wise               Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows,  Nor  we  forsake  the  happy  road 

Who  make  that  pearl  their  own.              Nor  danger  dwells  therein.  That  leads  to  thy  right  hand. 


Moderate 


LONG  AS  I  LIVE.  C.  M. 


Dedham. 
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1.  Long  as 

2.  Great  is 


I  live  I'll 
the   Lord;  his 


bless  thy  name,  My  King,  my  God  of 
power     un  -  known ;    O,     let        his     praise  be 


love  5 
great ; 


My  work 
I'll  sing 


and 
the 
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joy 
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shall 
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be 
of 
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the 
thy 
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same 
throne, 


In  bright  -  er 
Thy  works  of 


worlds 
grace 
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peat. 


Fathers  to  sons  shall  teach  thy  name, 
And  children  learn  thy  ways, 

Ages  to  come  thy  truth  proclaim, 
And  nations  sound  thy  praise. 


Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date 
Shall  through  tbe  world  be  known, 

Thine  arm  of  power,  thy  heavenly  state, 
With  public  splendor  shown. 


Solitude. 

1.                                                   ,           2.  3. 

I  love  to  steal  a  while  away  .                       I  love  in  solitude  to  shed  I  love  to  think  on  mercies  past, 

From  every  cumbering  care,                          The  penitential  tear,  And  future  good  implore. 

And  spend  the  hours  of  setting  day               And  all  his  promises  to  plead  And  all  my  cares  and  sorrows  cast 

In  humble,  grateful  prayer.                         Where  none  but  God  is  near.  On  Him  whom  I  adore. 
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AWAKE,  MY  SOUL.  L.  M. 


Mendon. 


Spirited. 


:dt=< 


1.  A  -  wake,  my  soul, 

2.  Ii  -  lu  -  mined  by 

J. 


and  with  the  sun 
the    light    di  •  vine, 

^5  \~- 


Thy  dai  -  ly  stage 
Let  thy  own  light 


of 
to 


du 
oth 


ty  run ;  Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and 
ers  shine ;     Re  -  fleet   all  heaven's  pro- 
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joy  -  ful  rise 
pi  -  tious  rays 


To 
In 
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pay  thy  morn 
ar  -  dent  love 


ing 
and 


sac  -  ri    -  flee, 
cheer  -  ful  praise. 


Lord,  I  my  vows  to  thee  renew; 
Scatter  my  sins  like  morning  dew ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought 

and  will, 
And  with  thyself  my  spirit  fill. 


Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say,  ' 
That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their 
might, 

In  thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 


Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 
To  praise  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  sing  j» 
To  show  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 


Delight  in  the  Sabbath. 
2. 

Sweet  is  the  day  of  sacred  rest ; 
No  mortal  care  shall  seize  my  breast ; 
0,  may  my  heart  in  tune  be  found 
Like  David's  harp  of  solemn  sound. 


3. 

When  shall  I  see,  and  hear,  and  know 
All  I  desired  or  wished  below, 
And  every  power  find  sweet  employ 
In  that  eternal  world  of  joy  ? 


GREAT  IS  THE  LORD  OUR  GOD.  S.  M. 


Dover. 
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Moderate. 


1.  Great    is     the    Lord  our 

2.  In      Zi  -  on     God  is 


God,  And  let  his  praise  be 
known,    A      ref  -  uge      in  dis 


great ;  He  makes  the  church  -  es 
tress ;     How  bright  has    his  sal 


2 


22: 


i 


tog 


1 


22 


It 


27 


his  a  -  bode,  His  most  de  -  light  -  ful  seat, 
va  -  tion  shone !  How    fair    his    heaven  -  ly       grace ! 


t=t= 
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These  temples  of  his  grace, 
How  beautiful  they  stand ! 

The  honors  of  our  native  place, 
And  bulwarks  of  our  land. 


Oft  have  our  fathers  told, 
Our  eyes  have  often  seen, 

How  well  our  God  secures  the  fold 
Where  his  own  sheep  have  been. 


My  Maker  and  my  King, 

To  thee  my  all  I  owe : 
Thy  sovereign  bounty  is  the  spring 

Whence  all  my  blessings  flow. 


Gratitude. 


2. 


Thou  ever  good  and  kind ! 

A  thousand  reasons  move, 
A  thousand  obligations  bind 

My  heart  to  grateful  love. 


3. 


Thy  goodness,  like  the  6un, 
Dawned  on  my  early  days, 

Ere  infant  reason  had  begun 
To  form  my  lips  to  praise. 


O,  let  thy  grace  inspire 

My  6onl  with  strength  divine ; 
Let  all  my  powers  to  thee  aspire, 

And  all  my  days  be  thine. 
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OUR  FATHER,  GOD.  L.  M. 


Brighton. 


>      Dolce  e 

"f&fc'J&sm — r 

Piano. 

I" 
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1.  Our  Fa-ther,  God,  who  art   in  heaven,  To  thy  great  name  be 


reverence  given ;  Thy  peaceful  kingdom  wide  ex  -  tend, 
#Z>Z»-.I«Zj». 
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And  reign,  O  Lord,  till  time  shall  end.    Thy  sa-  cred  will  on 


earth  be  done,  As  'tis  by  an  -  gels  round  thy  throne ; 


piz:p^z=^z:tt=:^=:t:-:= 
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And  let   us      ev  -  cry   day    be  fed  With  earth-ly  and  with  heavenly  bread. 


Our  sins  forgive,  and  teach  us 
thus 

To  pardon  those  who  injure  us ; 
Our  shield  in  all  temptations 
prove, 

And  every  trial  far  remove. 
Thine  is  the  kingdom  to  control, 
And  thine  the  power  to  save  the 
soul; 

Great  be  the  glory  of  thy  reign  ; 
Let  every  creature  say,  Amen. 


FORGIVE  ME,  LORD.  L.  M. 


Olaves. 
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Moderato./^- 


19  fJ\mkj 


I.  For   -  give 


me,   Lord,   through  thy      dear    Son,    The     ills   which  I 


this  day 


±2 


— m 
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have  done, 
I 
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is 


sleep, 


at 


-<S>- 
peace    may  be. 


Teach  me  to  live  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 
Teach  me  to  die  that  so  I  may 
With  joy  behold  the  judgment  day. 


3. 

Be  thou  my  Guardian  while  I  sleep  ; 
Thy  watchful  station  near  me  keep  ; 
My  heart  with  love  celestial  fill, 
And  guard  me  from  th'  approach  of  ill. 


4. 

Lord,  let  my  heart  forever  share 
The  bliss  of  thy  paternal  care ; 
'Tis  heaven  on  earth,  'tis  heaven  above, 
To  see  thy  face  and  sing  thy  love. 


52  SOFT  BE  THE  GENTLY-BREATHING  NOTES.  L.  M.     French  Am. 

1.  Soft  be  the   gen  -  tly  -  breath  -  ing  notes 

==fcjz:r-5=IE=3iiEzh=:^it=t:: 


notes      That  sing  the  Sa-vior's     dy  -  ing    love ; 


Soft  as   the   even  -  ing 
I 


lyres      a   -  bove. 


2. 

Soft  as  the  morning  dews  descend, 

While  the  sweet  lark  exulting  soars, 
So  soft  to  your  Almighty  Friend 
^jfc-r     "S>VW~  Be  every  sigh  your  bosom  pours. 

lyres      a   -    bove.  3, 

True  as  the  magnet  to  the  pole, 

So  true  let  your  contrition  be  ; 
So  true  let  all  your  sorrows  roll 
To  Him  who  bled  upon  the  tree. 


1. 

How  blest  the  righteous  when  they  die, 
When  holy  souls  retire  to  rest ! 

How  mildly  beams  the  closing  eye  ! 
How  gently  heaves  th'  expiring  breast ! 


Death  of  the  Bighteous. 

2. 

So  fades  a  summer  cloud  away ; 

So  sinks  the  gale  when  storms  are  o'er ; 
So  gently  shuts  the  eye  of  day ; 

So  dies  a  wave  along  the  shore. 


3. 

Farewell,  conflicting  hopes  and  fears, 
Where  lights  and  shades  alternate  dwell : 

How  bright  th'  unchanging  morn  appears ! 
Farewell,  inconstant  world,  farewell. 


KINGDOMS  AND  THRONES.  L.  M, 


Hamburg. 
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Moderato. 
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1.  King  -  doms  and  thrones  to 

2.  God      is    our    shield,  our 


God 

joy, 


be 
our 


-f— 


3 


long; 
rest; 

_C2_ 


Crown  him,  ye  na  -  tions,  in  your  song ; 
God    is     our  King  —  pro  -  claim    him        blest ; 


is?: 
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His  won  -  drous  name  and 
When    ter  -  rors    rise,  when 


power  re  -  hearse ;  His  hon  -  ors  shall  en  -  rich  your  verse, 
na   -    tions      faint,      He      is      the    strength  of      ev  -  ery  saint. 


_£2_ 
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Great  God,  let  all  my  tuneful  powers 
Awake,  and  sing  thy  mighty  name ; 

Thy  hand  revolves  my  circling  hours  — 
Thy  hand,  from  whence  my  being  came. 


The  God  of  all  Grace. 
2. 

Seasons  and  moons,  still  rolling  round 
In  beauteous  order,  speak  thy  praise ; 

And  years,  with  smiling  mercy  crowned, 
To  thee  successive  honors  raise. 


3. 


My  life,  my  health,  my  friends,  I  owe 
All  to  thy  vast,  unbounded  love ; 

Ten  thousand  precious  gifts  below, 
And  hope  of  nobler  joys  above. 


WHAT  SERAPH-LIKE  MUSIC,  lis. 


De  Pinna. 


1.  What    ser  -  aph  -  like    mu-sic   falls  sweet  on  my  ear, 


In  strains  so 


de 


light-ml?  O,       list,  that  ye 
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hear ;  Those  rich,  flow-ing   nura-bers,  so 

-fSL 


li  -  quid  and  clear,  Breathe  rapture  un  -  told  from  some  hea  -  ven  -  ly  sphere. 
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'Tis  the  sweet-flowing  music  that  steals  o'er  the  wave 
Of  Jordan's  lone  river,  as  its  billows  I  brave ; 
'Tis  the  music  of  angels,  who  hasten  to  bear 
My  soul  o'er  the  waters  to  that  blessed  shore. 


A  glimpse  of  bright  glory  now  beams  on  my  sight ; 
I  sink  in  sweet  visions  of  heaven's  dawning  light ; 
Bright  spirits  are  whispering  so  soft  in  my  ear, 
Of  heaven,  sweet  heaven,  I  long  to  be  there. 


THERE  IS  A  STREAM.  L.  M. 


Ward. 
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Slow  and  Soft. 


ttzt^ze: 


There  is  a  stream  whose  gen  -  tie 
That    sa-cred  stream,  thy    ho  -  ly 


flow 
word, 


the 
our 


Sup  -  plies 
Sup  -  ports 


cit  - 

faith, 


y 

our 


of 

fear 


our 

con 


God; 
trols  5 


Life,  love,  and 
Sweet  peace  thy 


-<=?••-  «- 


7~rir 
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joy  still  glid  -  ing  through,  And  wa-tering  our  di  -  vine  a 
prom-is   -   cs      af  -  ford,  And  give  new     strength  to    faint  -  ing 


bode. 
souls. 


— b-=l 


_c2  _ 
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God  my  Guide. 

1.  0  Thou,  to  whose  all-searching  sight 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light, 
Search,  prove  my  heart ;  it  pants  for 

thee  ; 

0,  burst  these  bonds,  and  set  it  free. 

2.  If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 
Be  thou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way ; 
No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear. 

No  fraud,  while  thou,  my  God,  art  near. 


1. 

There  is  a  pure,  a  peaceful  wave, 

That  rolls  around  the  throne  of  love  ; 

Whose  waters  gladden  as  they  lave 
The  bright  and  heavenly  snores  above. 


The  Throne  of  Love. 
2. 

The  pilgrim,  faint  and  near  to  sink 
Beneath  his  load  of  earthly  woe, 

Refreshed  beneath  its  verdant  brink, 
Rejoices  in  its  gentle  flow. 


3. 

There,  O  my  soul,  do  thou  repose, 
And  hover  o'er  the  hallowed  spring, 

To  drink  the  crystal  wave,  and  there 
To  lave  thy  wounded,  weary  wing. 
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Largo.  Solo. 


COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE. 


Webbe. 


God  fe 
die,  fac 

m 


1.  Come,  ye    dis  -  con  -  so  -  late,    wher  -  e'er  you  lan  -  guish ;  Come,  at  the   shrine  of   God   fer  -  vent  -  ly    kneel ; 

2.  Joy   of    the    com-fort  -  less,     light    of    the    stray-ing ;  Hope,  when  all   oth  -  ers    die,    fade  -  less    and  pure ; 


p  


Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  an -guish;  Earth  has  no  sor  -  row  that  Heaven  can  -  not  heal. 
Here  speaks  the  Com-fort  -  er,      in     God's  name    say  -  ing,  "Earth  has   no    sor  -  row  that  Heaven  can  -  not  cure." 


t=4 


CHORUS. 


Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell  your  an  -  guish ;  Earth  has  no  sor  -  row  that  Heaven  can  -  not  heal. 
Here  speaks  the  Com-fort  -  er,      in     God's  name  say  -  ing,  "  Earth  has    no     sor  -  row  that  Heaven  can  -  not  cure." 


WHEN  SHALL  WE  MEET  AGAIN.  6s  &  g9. 
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gain  1 
flow, 
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Meet  ne'er  to  sev  -  er  1 
Pure  as  life's  riv  -  er 


When  will  Peace  wreathe  her  chain 
When  shall  sweet  friendship  glow, 

~0  ^ —   ©  Z3T" 

light  Take  us,  dear  Sa-vior.;  May  we  all  there  u  -  nite, 
gain,      Meet  ne'er  to  sev  -  er;    Soon  will  Peace  wreathe  her  chain 


Round  us  for 
Changeless  for 


Hap-py 
Round  us 


ev-er?  Our 
ev  -  er  1  Where 

%  *-C*-X 

for  -  ev  -  er.  Where 
for  -  ev  -  er.  Our 


-0-0-3 


 ^-JJ  1  l^-^-^-l  *»--Li  1  J-^  

hearts  will  ne'er  rc-pu  :e,  Safe  from  each  blast  that  blows,  In  this  dark  world  of  woes,  Nev-er,  no,  nev-er.      No,  no, 
joys  ce-les-tial    thrill,  Where  bliss  each  heart  shall  fill,  And  fears  of  parting  chill,    Nev-er,  no,  nev-er.      No,  no, 

 1  1  1  l--}-^-H--f»-§-©-»-©-t»-i^-f©-l-^-@-0-+f^§  \-\-&-0-®-®-&  14-§  
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kindred  spirits 
hearts  will  then  n 

 P-fc.-*- 


kindred  spirits  dwell,  There  may  our  music  swell,  And  time  our  joys  dis-pel  Nev-er,  no,  nev-er. 
hearts  will  then  re-pose,  Safe  from  all  worldly  woes ;  Our  songs  of  praise  shall  close  Nev-er,  no,  nev-er. 


No,  no 
No,  no 
f  f 
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HOW  HAPPY  IS  THE  PILGRIM'S  LOT.  C.  P.  M. 


BtlULAH. 


7**9  1 1 1  nn  »\0.  ii  r^p^nrMi  \  \\\  \\  »  •  \*\ "ii 11 


1.  How  hap  -  py    is    the   pil  -  grim's  lot !   How  free  from  every  anxious  thought,  From  worldly  hope  and  fear  !  Confined  to 

2.  No  foot    of  land  do    I     pos-sess;    No   cot-tage  in  this  wil  -  der  -  ness ;  A  poor  way  -  far  -  ing  man,    I  lodge  a 

ij  \jt  fiu  rVr;jlj "  jl?  £13:  31  j=#f  J jJ 

heir  goods  despise ;  I  tram-pie 


3.  Noth-ing   on  earth  I    call  my    own ;    A  stranger,    to  the  world  un-known,  I    all   their  goods  despise ;  I  tram-pie 


3? 

m- 


z^zz  v:±a 


neither  court  nor  cell.  His  soul  disdains  on  earth  to  dwell ;  He  on 
while  in  tents  be  -  low,  Or  glad-ly  wan-der  to     and    fro     Till  I 


ly  so  -  journs  here,  He  on  -  ly  so  -  journs  here, 
my    Ca  -  naan  gain,  Till  I      my  Ca  -  naan  gain. 


sMjjij:  *i;  Jii:  m "mi  ji  J?  a  ®  r.ir  vwu^jn 


on  their  whole  delight,  And  seek  a  cit  -  y  out    of    sight,  A  cit 


m 

WW 


the  skies,  A  cit 


y    in    the  skies. 


JOYFULLY,  JOYFULLY.  10s. 


Rev.  A.  D.  Merrill. 
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a*a  j.  ;  w  j  Hit  su  n  J  m  f  iLUJu  iji  t  <  w  u 

1.  Joy-ful  -  ly,   joy  -  ful  -  ly,  on-ward  I    move,  Bound  for  the  land  of  bright  spirits     a  -  hove ;  )  (  Soon,  with  my  pil-grim-ag< 
An-gel-ic   chor-is  -  ters  sing  as    I    come,  "  Joy-ful  -  ly,  joy  -  ful  -  ly:  haste  to  thy  home."  f  )  Home  to    the  land  of  brig 


Soon,  with  my  pil-grim-age 
Home  to    the  land  of  bright 


r.  -#  -jr 

end  -  ed  be  -  low,  )  Pil-grim  and  stran-ger  no  more  shall  I  roam,  Joy  -  ful  -  ly,  joy  -  ful  -  ly  rest  -  ing  at  home, 
spir  -  its     I  go 


 1  ^  P-J-P  -J  -#  --       d  -  J- 1-  gaa* — j — X  ^  J_|  -L»  a.  -«-_(__  Ij  L 


2. 

Friends,  fondly  cherished,  have  passed  on  before ; 
Waiting,  they  watch  me  approaching  the  shore ; 
Singing,  to  cheer  me  through  death's  chilling  gloom, 
"Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home." 
Sounds  of  sweet  melody  fall  on  my  ear ; 
Harps  of  the  blessed,  your  voices  I  hear; 
Rings  with  the  harmony  heaven's  high  dome, 
"Joyfully,  joyfully  haste  to  thy  home." 


Death,  with  thy  weapons  of  war  lay  me  low; 
Strike,  king  of  terrors;  I  fear  not  the  blow; 
Jesus  hath  broken  the  bars  of  the  tomb; 
Joyfully,  joyfully  will  I  go  home. 
Bright  will  the  morn  of  eternity  dawn; 
Death  shall  be  banished,  his  sceptre  be  gone  ; 
Joyfully  then  shall  I  witness  his  doom, 
Joyfully,  joyfully,  safely  at  home. 
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0,  COULD  I  SPEAK.  C.  P.  M. 


Slow,  and  in  exact  time. 


a-  -m 


r 


Ariel. 


my  f 
1.0,  could    I   speak  the    match-less    worth,  0,  could  I  sound  the  glor-ie3  forth  Which  in    my  Sa  -  vior  shine,  I'd 
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soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings,  And  vie  with  Gabriel,  while  ho  sings,  In  notes  almost  di-vine,  In  notes  al  -  most    di  -  vine. 

.._^^_^zti:z^z:tztzz_^_T^^_^_^ziz:T-tz:tzt::  T  T — 
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I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  he  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine  ; 
I'd  sing  his  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 


3. 

I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  he  wears, 

Exalted  on  his  throne ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would,  to  everlasting  days, 

Make  all  his  glories  known. 


Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home, 

And  I  shall  see  his  face ; 
Then  with  my  Savior,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend, 

Triumphant  in  his  grace. 


I'M  A  LONELY  TRAVELLER.  7s  &  is. 


N.  Billings. 


1.  I'm    a   lone  -  ly   traveller  here,  Wea  -  ry,     op-pressed;  But  my  jour-ney's  end    is    near;   Soon    I    shall  rest; 

2.  I'm    a    wea  -  ry   traveller  here ;    I     must  go    on,      For  my  jour-ney's  end    is    near ;    I     must  be     gone ; 

aralT  L  i  Life  L  L  t  %  A  1 1  -  ilr^T^T^~lr^n^r~'F~TT'gT 
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Dark  and  drea- ry  is  the  way;  Toil  -  ing  I've  come ;  Ask  me  not  with  you  to  stay;  Yon  -  der's  my  home. 
Brighter  joys  than  earth  can  give    Win   me    a  -  way  —  Pleas-ures  that  for   -    ev  -  er    live ;      I       can  -  not  stay. 


=xr.\  "i  i 


land 


I'm  a  traveller  to 

Where  all  is  fair, 
Where  is  seen  no  broken  band; 

Saints  all  are  there; 
Where  no  tear  shall  ever  fall, 

Nor  heart  be  sad; 
Where  the  glory  is  for  all, 

And  all  are  glad. 


I'm  a  traveller,  and  I  go 

Where  all  is  fair; 
Farewell,  all  I've  loved  below  — 

I  must  be  there; 
Worldly  honors,  hopes,  and  gain, 

All  I  resign ; 
Welcome  sorrow,  grief,  and  pain, 

If  heaven  be  mine. 


I'm  a  traveller  —  call  me  not; 

Upward's  my  way; 
Yonder  is  my  rest  and  lot; 

I  cannot  stay ; 
Farewell,  earthly  pleasures  all; 

Pilgrim  I  roam; 
Hail  me  not — in  vain  you  call 

Yonder's  my  home. 
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THERE  IS  AN  HOUR. 


Slow  and  Soft 


:&=g:i:?iz« 


1.  There  is     an  hour 

2.  'Tis    then  the  soul 


of 
is 
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hal  -  lowed  peace  For  those  with  care 
freed  from  fears    And  doubts  that  here 


op 
an 


Wo  01)  STOCK. 
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pressed, 
noy; 
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When  sighs  and  sor  - 
Then  they  that  oft 

P-  -,<S-  ^=2- 
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rowing 
had 


fears 
sown 


rest. 
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There  is  an  hour  of  sweet  repose, 
When  storms  assail  no  more ; 

The  stream  of  endless  pleasure  flows 
On  that  celestial  shore. 


There  purity  with  love  appears, 

And  bliss  without  alloy; 
There  they  that  oft  had  sown  in  tears 

Shall  reap  eternal  joy 


1. 

Who  is  thy  neighbor  ?    He  whom  thou 
Hast  power  to  aid  or  bless ; 

Whose  aching  heart  or  burning  brow 
Thy  soothing  hand  may  press. 


Thy  Neighbor. 
2. 

Thy  neighbor  1    It  is  the  fainting  poor, 
Whose  eye  with  want  is  dim ; 

O,  enter  thou  his  humble  door, 
With  aid  and  peace  for  him. 


3. 

Thy  neighbor  ?    Pass  no  mourner  by , 
Perhaps  thou  canst  redeem 

A  breaking  heart  from  misery  ; 
Go,  share  thy  lot  with  him. 


Dolce. 


FADING,  STILL  FADING. 

t: 


Portuguese. 
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1.  Fad  -  ing,  still  fad  -  ing! 

2.  Fa  -  ther  in    heav  -  en, 


the 
O, 


last  beam  is  shin -ing;  Fa  -  ther  in  heav- en,  the 
hear  when  we      call ;        Hear  for  Christ's  sake,  who  is 


day  is  de  -  clin  -  ing ; 
Sa  -  vior  of      all ; 


I  "  1 


m 


Safe  -  ty    and    in  -  no  -  cence  fly    with  the    light;  Temp  -  ta  -  tion  and  dan  -  ger  walk  forth  with  the  night;  From  the 
Fee  -  ble  and  faint -ing,  we    trust    in  thy  might;  In     doubt -ing  and  dark-ness  thy  love    be  our  light;    Let  us 
-A.  _£ 
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fall  of  the  shade  till  the  morn-ing  bells  chime,  Shield  me  from  dan  -  ger,  save  me  from  crime.  Fa  -  ther,  have 
sleep  on  thy  breast  while  the  night  ta  -  per  burns,  Wake  in    thy    arms  when  morn  -  ing    re  -  turns.    Fa  -  ther,  have 





THE  SACRED  MINSTREL. 


mer 


mer  -  cy;     Fa  -  ther,  have  mer  -  cy;    Fa  -  ther,  have  mer  -  cy,  through  Je  -  sua    Christ,  our  Lord. 


*3= 


LET  EVERY  MORTAL  EAR  ATTEND.  C.  M 


NORTHFIELD. 


i 


1.  Let    ev  -  ery  mor-tal   ear    at  -  tend,  And    ev  -  ery  heart  re  -  joice: 


H  h 


The  tram-pet   of  the 
-» —  -- 


1.  Let    ev  -  ery  mor  •  tal   ear   at  -  tend,   And   ev  -  ery  heart  re  -  joice; 
h  ft^rqci^P 


The 


The  trumpet  of  the   gos-pel  sounds,  The 
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The  trum  -  pet    of       the     gos  -  pel   sounds  With  an   in  -  fit 

gos  -  pel  sounds  With  an    in   -   vit  -  ing        voice,  With,  &c. 


mg  voice. 
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With  an 
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trum  -  pet     of     the    gos  -  pel  sounds 


in   -  vit 
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ing  voice. 


— o 


trum  -  pet     of     the  gos 


pel 


sounds 


With  an 


m   -  vit 


ing  voice. 


2.  • 

Ho,  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls, 
That  feed  upon  the  wind, 

And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind. 


3. 

Eternal  Wisdom  hath  prepared 

A  soul-reviving  feast, 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  provision  taste. 


Ho,  ye  that  pant  for  living  streams, 

And  pine  away  and  die, 
Here  you  may  quench,  your  raging  thirst 

With  springs  that  never  dry. 


5. 

Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 

In  a  rich  ocean  join; 
Salvation  in  abundance  flows, 

Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 


The  happy  gates  of  gospel  grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day; 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  seek  supplies 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 
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WHEN  SHALL  WE  ALL  MEET  AGAIN. 


7s,  6  lines. 


1.  When  shall  we  all    meet  a  -  gain"?    When  shall  we  all    meet  a -gain?     Oft   shall  glow-ing    hope  ex-pire: 


Oft  shall  wea  -  ried  love    re  -  tire 


Oft  shall  death  and  sor  -  row  reign,       Ere   we    all   shall    meet  a  -  gain. 


Though  in  distant  lands  we  sigh, 
Parched  beneath  a  burning  sky, 
Though  the  deep  between  us  roll, 
Friendship  shall  unite  our  souls  ; 
And  in  fancy's  wide  domain 
Oft  shall  we  all  meet  asrain. 


When  these  burnished  locks  are  gray, 
Thinned  by  many  a  toil-spent  day ; 
When  around  this  youthful  pine, 
Moss  shall  creep  and  ivy  twine  ; 
(Long  may  this  loved  bower  remain ;) 
Here  may  we  all  meet  again. 


4. 

When  the  dreams  of  life  are  fled, 
When  its  wasted  lamp  is  dead, 
When  in  cold  oblivion's  shade 
Beauty,  wealth,  and  fame  are  laid, 
Where  immortal  spirits  reign, 
There  may  we  all  meet  again.* 


*  This  poetry,  it  is  said,  was  "composed  and  sung  by  three  Indians,  who  were  educated  at  Dartmouth,  at  their  last  interview  before  leaving  college,  in  an  en- 
chanting bower  whither  they  had  often  resorted,  and  in  the  midst  of  which  grew  a  'youthful  pine.'  Nearly  half  a  century  afterwards  they  providentially  met 
again ;  the  recollection  of  bygone  days  drew  them  to  the  same  spot,  and,  at  a  meeting  still  more  affecting,  they  composed  and  sung  the  hymn  on  the  following  page." 


THE  SACRED  MINSTREL. 
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i. 


Parted  many  a  toil-spent  year, 
Pledged  in  youth  to  memory  dear, 
Still  to  friendship's  magnet  true, 
We  our  social  joys  renew ; 
Bound  by  love's  unsevered,  chain, 
Here  on  earth  we  meet  again. 


The  Meeting. 


Many  a  friend  we  used  to  greet 
Here  on  earth  no  more  we  meet ; 
Oft  the  funeral  knell  has  rung, 
Many  a  heart  has  sorrow  stung, 
Since  we  parted  on  this  plain, 
Fearinsc  ne'er  to  meet  again. 


2. 

But  our  bower,  sunk  to  decay, 
"Wasting  time  has  swept  away ; 
And  the  youthful  evergreen, 
Lopped  by  death,  no  more  is  seen ; 
Bleak  the  winds  sweep  o'er  the  plain, 
When  in  age  we  meet  again. 


4. 

Worn  with  toil,  and  sunk  with  years, 
We  shall  quit  this  vale  of  tears, 
And  these  hoary  locks  be  laid 
Low  in  cold  oblivion's  shade  ; 
But  where  saints  and  angels  reign 
We  all  hope  to  meet  again. 


WATCHMAN,  TELL  US  OF  THE  NIGHT. 

Missionary  or  Christmas  Hymn. 


Andante. 
Solo.  Treble. 


Tenor. 


1.  Watchman!  tell   us   of  the   night,  What  its   signs  of  promise   are.     Traveller !  o'er  yon  mountain's  height  See  that 

2.  Watchman!  tell   us   of  the   night;  Higher     yet   that  star  as  -  cends.    Traveller !  bless-ed - ness  and  light,  Peace  and 

3.  Watchman!  tell   us   of  the  night,  For  the   morn-ing  seems  to  dawn.   Traveller !  darkness  takes  its  flight,  Doubt  and 
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glo  -  ry  -  beam-ing   star.  Watchman !  does  its  beau-teems  ray  Aught  of  hope  or  joy  fore  -  tell  ?  Traveller !  yes,  it  brings  the 
truth  its  course  portends.  Watchman  !  will  its  beams  a  -  lone  Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth?  Traveller!  a-ges  are  its 
ter  -  ror  are   withdrawn.  Watchman !  let  thy  wanderings  cease ;  Hie  thee  to  thy  qui  -  et  home.  Traveller !  lo  the  Prince  of 


3F* 


CHORUS  to  1st  and  53d  verses. 


day  —  Promised  day   of    Is  -  ra  -  el.       Traveller!  yes,    it  brings  the   day  —  Promised  day   of      Is  -  ra  -  el. 
own ;    See,  it    bursts  o'er  all  the  earth.    Traveller !    a  -  ges  are   its     own ;  See,  it     bursts  o'er   all  the  earth. 
Peace,  Lo,  the     Son  of  God  is    come.    [Omit.      .    .] 


CHORUS  to  3d  verse. 


Traveller !   lo,   the   Prince  of    Peace,  Lo,  the    Son  of    God   is   come,   Lo,   the     Son  of  God   is  come 


2,  ^ — T~Lrf* 
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Moderate*. 
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COME,  YE  THAT  LOVE  THE  LORD.  S.  M. 

i  .  41  1  \  t  n  i  l  1  n^=t 


CORELLI. 


69 
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1.  Come,  ye   that  love  the   Lord,  And  let   your  joys  be     known;  Join  in     a    song  with   sweet  ac-cord,  While 


2.  The  hill   of     Zi  -  on   yields   A   thou-sand   sa  -  cred   sweets,  Be  -  fore   we  reach  the     heavenly  fields  Or 
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ye 


sur  -  round  the  throne. 


Let    those   re  -  fuse 


to 


Who  nev  -  er  knew  our 
And    ev  -  ery    tear  be 
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walk    the     gold -en  streets. 


Let     those   re  -  fuse      to  sing 
Then    let     our  songs    a   -  bound, 


Who 
And 


70 


THE  SACRED  MINSTREL. 


ere  rr\M 


nev  -  er  knew  our  God ;  But  chil  -  dren  of  the 
ev  -  ery   tear      be    dry ;  We're  marching  through  E 


their  joys  a  -  broad, 
er  worlds  on  high. 


heavenly  King  May  speak 
man  -  uel's  ground  To  fair 


their  joys  a 
er    worlds  on 


broad, 
high. 


in 


ON  JORDAN'S  STORMY  BANKS.  C.  M.. 


Bonny  Boat. 


p^fnm^  Mini  j  \^ys\^m 


1.  On    Jor- dan's  storm-y     banks  I 
-F-     F-  F-  -F- 


stand,    And    cast    a    wish  -  ful 


eye 


To 
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Ca  -  naan's  fair  and 
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hap-py   land   Where  my  pos-ses  -  sions  lie. 


0,      the  trans-port-ing,     rap-turous  scene  That   ri  -  ses   to  my 


 #-i  1  ^  aJ — |~t  !  ^— ^--+h  1 — B — i — 4h  1  1  1 — -[--I  1  ■  1  4--*»- 
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2d  Ending. 
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Sweet  fields  ar  -  rayed  in      liv  -  ing  green,  And  riv  -  ers     of    de  -  light. 
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2. 

There  generous  fruits,  that  never  fail, 

On  trees  immortal  grow  ; 
There  rock  and  hill,  and  brook  and  vale, 

With  milk  and  honey  flow. 
All  o'er  those  wide-extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day ; 
There  Christ,  the  Son,  forever  reigns, 

And  scatters  night  away. 


No  chilling  winds  or  poisonous  breath 

Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 

Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 
When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  forever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face, 

And  in  his  bosom  rest  ? 


Filled  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Would  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan's  waves  around  me  roll, 

Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 
There,  on  those  high  and  flowery  plains, 

Our  spirits  ne'er  shall  tire  ; 
But,  in  perpetual,  joyful  strains, 

Redeeming  love  admire. 


WELCOME,  SWEET  DAY  OF  REST.  S.  M.  Lisbon. 


Moderate*. 


f.  Wel-come,  sweet  day   of     rest,  That  saw  the  Lord    a  -  rise;    Wei  -  come  to   this     re  -  viv  -  ing  breast  And 
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these  re  -  joic  -  ing    eyes.     Wei  -  come  to  this 


viv  -  ing    breast  And    these   re  -  joic  -  ing  eyes. 
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2. 

Jesus  himself  comes  near, 
And  feasts  his  saints  to-day ; 

Here  we  may  sit  and  see  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praise,  and  pray. 


3. 

One  day  amid  the  place 

Where  God  my  Savior's  been, 
Is  sweeter  than  ten  thousand  days 

Of  pleasure  and  of  sin. 


4. 

My  willing  soul  would  stay 
In  such  a  frame  as  this 

Till  called  to  rise  and  soar  away 
To  everlasting  bliss. 


THERE  IS  AN  HOUR.  C.  M. 
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1.  There  is     an   hour   of  peace  -  ful     rest      To     mourn-ing    wan  -  derers  given ;  There  is 
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joy 
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for    souls    dis  -  tressed,    A     balm  for     ev  -  ery    wound-ed    breast;    'Tis    found  a  -  lone      in  heaven. 


2. 

There  is  a  home  for  weary  souls, 

By  sin  and  sorrow  driven, 
When  tossed  on  life's  tempestuous  shoals, 
Where  storms  arise  and  ocean  rolls, 

And  all  is  drear  but  heaven. 


3. 

There  faith  lifts  up  the  tearless  eye, 

To  brighter  prospects  given  ; 
It  views  the  tempest  passing  by, 
Sees  evening  shadows  quickly  fly, 
And  all  serene  in  heaven. 


4. 

There  fragrant  flowers  immortal  bloom, 
And  joys  supreme  are  given  ; 

There  rays  divine  disperse  the  gloom  ; 

Beyond  the  dark,  the  narrow  tomb, 
Appears  the  dawn  of  heaven. 


J-J.J  Ptt 
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LORD,  DISMISS  US.  8s  &  7s. 

«  -J. 


Greenville 
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1.  Lord,  dis  -  miss  us    with  thy  bless -ing;  Fill  our  hearts  with  joy     and   peace;  Let   us    each,  thy  peace  pos-sess  -  ing, 

2.  Thanks  we  give,  and  ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion,  For  the   gos- pel's  joy  -  fol    sound;  May  the  fruits  of  thy  sal  -  va  -  tion 
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Triumph  in  re  -  deem -ing  grace ;  O,  re  -  fresh  us.  O,  re  -  fresh  us,  Travelling  through  this  wil 
In    our  hearts  and  lives  a  -  bound ;  May  thy  pres  -  ence,  May  thy  pres  -  ence  With  us 
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der  -  ness. 
more      be  found 
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Living  Waters. 


See,  from  Zion's  sacred  mountain 
Streams  of  living  water  flow ; 

God  has  opened  there  a  fountain 
Which  suppLies  the  world  below ; 

They  are  blessed 
Who  its  sovereign  virtues  know. 


Through  ten  thousand  channels  flowing, 
Streams  of  mercy  find  their  way ; 

Life,  and  health,  and  joy  bestowing, 
Making  all  around  look  gay ; 

O  ye  nations, 
Hail  the  long-expected  day. 


Trees  of  life,  the  banks  adorning, 
Yield  their  fruit  to  all  around ; 

Those  who  eat  are  saved  from  mourn 
Pleasure  comes  and  hopes  abound 

Fair  their  portion ! 
Endless  life  with  glory  crowned. 
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l. 

Guide  me,  O  thou  great  Jehovah, 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ; 

I  am  weak,  but  thou  art  mighty ; 
Hold  me  with  thy  powerful  hand ; 

Bread  of  heaven, 
Feed  me  till  I  want  no  more. 


God  our  Guide. 
2. 

Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  ; 

Let  the  fiery,  cloudy  pillar 
Lead  me  all  my  journey  through  ; 

Strong  Deliverer, 
Be  thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 


3. 

When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 
Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 

Bear  me  through  the  swelling  current ; 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side  ; 

Songs  of  praises 
I  will  ever  give  to  thee. 


FATHER  IN  HEAVEN.  C.  M. 


Invocation. 


-gf-w^ 

1.  Fa  -  ther   in   heaven,  to     thee    my   heart  Would  lift    it  -  self     in    prayer;    Drive    from    my    soul  each 

2.  Each  mo  -  ment  of     my      life     re  -  news    The     mer  -  ties    of     my     Lord ;     Each    mo  -  ment  is       it  - 
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O,  help  me  break  the  galling  chains 
This  Avorld  has  round  me  thrown ; 

Each  passion  of  my  heart  subdue, 
Each  darling  sin  disown. 


O  Father,  kindle  in  my  breast 
A  never-dying  flame 

Of  holy  love,  of  grateful  trust 
In  thine  almighty  name. 
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THERE'S  NOT  A  BRIGHT.   C.  M. 
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1.  There's  not    a    bright  and    beam-ing    smile,  Whicl 
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2.  i 


i 

nev  -  er    clasp    a     friend -ly  hand, 
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In    greet  -  ing    or    fare  -  well, 


But    turns  my  heart  to 

Pi 


rj=: 


_^^__^_t_z|_.p-r_j_^_±_^  _zjz_#: 


l  ^  I 

But  thoughts  of    an  e 
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fu  -  ture  joy, 


And    whis  -  pers  "  heaven  "  to  me. 


Though  of  -  ten  here  my 


soul      is      sad,  And 


-    -    ter  -  nal  home    With  -  in 


my 
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bo  -  som  swell: 


prayer  to    meet  in     heaven    at     last,  Where 
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falls   the   si  -  lent  tear, 


There  is      a    world  where  all      are    glad,     And    sor   -    row  dwells  not  there. 


all    the   ran-somed  come, 


And  where  e  -  ter  -  nal 


ges  still 
 1»- 


Shall  find 
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us    all    at  home. 
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TELL  ME,  WANDERER.  8a  &  7s. 

1  ^  1 

1.  Tell  me,  wan-derer,  wild-ly    rov-ing  From  the  path  that  leads  to    peace,  ) 

Pleasure's  false  en  -  chantment  loving,  When  will  thy  de  -  lu  -  sion  cease  ?  f  Once,  like  thee,  by     joys  sur  -  round-ed, 

2.  But  those  visions  scarce  had  blest  me  When  that  fleeting  day  was   o'er ;  ) 

Then  the  world,  that  had  caressed  me,  Charmed  me  with  its  smiles  no  more.  )  Such  is    pleasure's   tran  -  sient  sto  -  ry ; 

4L  £ :      ^_ _#. 
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I  could  kneel  at  pleas  -  ure's  shrine  ;  Then  my  brightest  hopes  were  bounded  By  de  -  lights  as  false  as  thine. 
Last-ing  hap  -  pi  -  ness    is     known     On  -  ly     in    the     path   to    glo  -  ry,    In    the    Sa-vior's  love    a  -  lone. 
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FLY  AWAY  TO  THE  PROMISED  LAND.  ios  &  8s. 


1.  Fly     a  -  way    to      the    prom  -  iscd    land,  sweet  dove,   Fly     a  -  way    to      the     prom  -  ised  hmdT' 

2.  O,         fly      to     their  bowers,  sweet  dove,  and     say       That      hope    is      up  -  on        me  now; 
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3.  I     will    wait    thy    com  -  ing      at    dawn,  sweet  dove ;    I     will   wait   thy    com  -  ing 


at 
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And    bear      these  sighs     to      the     friends   I      love,   The    hap  -  py,     the    beau  -  ti  -  ful 
I      long        to      list      to      a       ser  -  aph's    lay,    With   bright  glo  -  ry     up  -  on  my 


band, 
brow. 
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But    bear      some  news    from  the     friends  I      love,    And  then 


will 


to 


grieve. 


 ^. 
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deep  gloom  hath  sad  -  dened  my  wea  -  ry  breast;  With  sor  -  row  my  heart  now  is  stirred; 
feel    that    this      world        is     not      my   home ;  An     an  -  gel's  sweet  voice    I      have   heard ; 
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I  could  spring  from  this    pris  -  on      on    wings    of     love,    Or     fall     by    death's  con  -  quer  -  ing  sword, 
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I  long  to  hear  from  the  land  of  the  blest ;  O,  fly  to  their  bow  -  ers,  sweet  bird. 
It     comes  from  be  -  yond      the         dark,     lone       tomb ;    O,     fly    to   their   bow  -  ers,   sweet  bird. 
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But     I     can  -  not    stay   from  the   friends  that    I     love ;     O,     fly    to   their   bow  -  ers,   sweet  bird. 
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FROM  WHENCE  DOTH  THIS  UNION  ARISE?  8s. 
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whence   doth  this 
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love  ?  It 
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fas   -   tens   onr     souls    in    such  ties     As    na  -  ture  and 

time  can't  re  - 

move.      It      fas      tens  onr 

F"1= 

souls  in 


such  ties 
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As 


na  -  ture  and  time   can't   re  -  move. 
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5. 


0,  why  then  so  loath  for  to  part, 
Since  we  shall  ere  long  meet  again  ? 

Engraved  on  Emanuel's  heart, 
At  distance  we  cannot  remain. 

6 


And  when  we  shall  see  that  bright  day, 

United  with  angels  above, 
No  longer  confined  to  our  clay, 

O'erwhelmed  in  the  ocean  of  love,  — 


2. 

It  cannot  in  Eden  be  found, 
Nor  yet  in  a  paradise  lost ; 

It  grows  on  Emanuel's  ground, 
And  Jesus'  dear  blood  it  did  cost. 


My  friends  are  so  dear  unto  me, 
Our  hearts  all  united  in  love ; 

Where  Jesus  is  gone  we  shall  be, 
In  yonder  blest  mansions  above. 


O,  then  with  our  Jesus  we'll  reign, 
And  all  his  bright  glory  shall  see ; 

We'll  sing  Hallelujah,  Amen ! 
Amen,  even  so  let  it  be. 


0  LORD,  ANOTHER  WEEK  IS  FLOWN.  C.  M. 


Lang  Syne. 
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1.  o 


Lord,   an  -  oth  -  er    week    is    flown,  And  we, 
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youth  -  ful  band, 


Are   met   once  more  be  - 
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fore  thy  throne,  To  bless  thy  fos  -  tering  hand.  And  wilt  thou  lend  a  lis  -  tening  ear  To  prais  -  es  low 
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ours  ?  Thou  wilt,  for  thou  dost  love  to  hear  The  song  which  meekness  pours. 
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2. 

And,  Jesus,  thou  thy  smiles  wilt  deign, 

As  in  thy  name  we  pray ; 
For  thou  didst  bless  the  infant  train. 

And  we  are  weak  as  they. 
O,  let  thy  grace  perform  its  part, 

And  bid  our  passions  cease, 
And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 

Thine  everlasting  peace. 
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1.  There  is  a  place  of  waveless  rest, 

Far,  far  beyond  the  skies, 
Where  beauty  smiles  eternally, 

And  pleasure  never  dies. 
My  Father's  house,  my  heavenly  home, 

Where  "  many  mansions  "  stand, 
Prepared  by  hands  divine,  for  all 

Who  seek  the  better  land. 


My  Father's  House. 

2.  When  tossed  upon  the  waves  of  life, 

With  fear  on  every  side, 
When  fiercely  howls  the  gathering  storm, 

And  foams  the  angry  tide, 
Beyond  the  storm,  beyond  the  gloom, 

Breaks  forth  the  light  of  morn, 
Bright  beaming  from  my  Father's  house, 

To  cheer  the  soul  forlorn. 


3.  In  that  pure  home  of  tearless  joy 

Earth's  parted  friends  shall  meet, 
With  smiles  of  love  that  never  fade, 

And  blessedness  complete. 
There,  there  adieus  are  sounds  unknown ; 

Death  frowns  not  on  that  scene, 
But  life,  and  glorious  beauty,  shine, 

Untroubled  and  serene. 


FATHER  OF  SPIRITS.  C.  M. 


Ortonville. 
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1 .  Fa  -  ther  of  spir  -  its,  take,  0  take  The  glo  -  ry  of  thy  grace ; 
2.  With  love  and  har-mo  -  ny     wc  came,  In     sin  -  gle-ness  of  heart; 
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Thy   gifts  to  thee  we     ren  -  der  back, 
We    met,  O  Lord,  in     thy  blest  name, 


In  rap-turous  songs  of  praise,  In  rap-turous  songs  of  praise. 
And    in    thy  name  we      part,    And     in    thy  name  we  part. 
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3. 

We  part  in  body,  not  in  mind ; 

Our  minds  continue  one ; 
And  each  to  each  in  love  are  joined, 

And  hand  in  hand  go  on. 


Subsists  as  in  us  all  one  soul ; 

No  power  can  make  us  twain ; 
And  mountains  rise  and  oceans  roll 

To  sever  us  in  vain. 


to 


0,  LAND  OP  REST.  C.  M. 
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h  O    land    of     rest,   for  thee 
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I     sigh ;  When  will    the    mo  -  ment   come,    When  I 


shall    lay  my 
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2.  No  tran  -  quil    joys    on    earth     I     know ;  No    peace  -  ful,    shel  -  tering  dome ;    This   world's  a 


wil  -  der 


mor      by,     And    dwell    with    Christ   at      home  ? 


ness      of      woe ;    This   world     is      not      my  home. 
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3.  To  Jesus  Christ  I  sought  for  rest; 

He  bade  me  cease  to  roam, 
And  fly  for  refuge  to  his  breast, 
And  he'd  conduct  me  home. 

4.  When,  by  afflictions  sharply  tried, 

I  view  the  gaping  tomb, 
Although  I  dread  death's  chilling  flood, 
Yet  still  I  sigh  for  home. 

5.  Weary  of  wandering  round  and  round 

This  vale  of  sin  and  gloom, 
I  long  to  leave  th' unhallowed  ground, 
And  dwell  with  Christ  at  home. 
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Bright  -  er  than  sum  -  mer's  beau -ties  are,  And  soft  -  er  than  the  tints 
Nor    might    the     tongue     of      an  -  gel     guest    A      pic  -  ture     of      that  world 
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of 
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spring, 
fold. 
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4. 


It  is  all  holy  and  serene, 

The  land  of  glory  and  repose  ; 

Nor  darkness  dims  the  radiant  scene, 
Nor  sorrow's  tear  within  it  flows. 


It  is  not  fanned  by  summer's  gale ; 

'Tis  not  refreshed  by  vernal  showers; 
It  never  needs  the  moonbeams  pale, 

Nor  there  are  known  the  evening  hours. 


No,  no  !  this  world  is  ever  bright 
With  every  radiance  all  its  own ; 

The  streams  of  uncreated  light 
Flow  round  from  th'  eternal  throne. 
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1.  Lead  us, 


Lj£AD  US,  HEAVENLY  FATHER.  8s.  &  7s. 


 » 

heav-enly  Fa-ther,  lead  us 


O'er  the  world's  tern  -  pes  -  tuous  sea ;     Guard  us,    guide  us,  keep  us, 


2.  Spir  -  it      of    our   God  de  -  scend  -  ing,   Fill  our   hearts  with  heav-enly  joy, 
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Love  with  kind    af  -  fee  -  tions 
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feed 


For    we     have     no    help    but    thee ;     Still   pos  -  sess  -  ing     ev  -  ery     bless  -  ing, 
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blend  -  ing,    Pleas  -  ures    time    can     nev  -  er     cloy ;    Thus    pro  -  vid  -  ed,    par  -  doned,  guid  -  ed,      Noth  -  ing 
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God   our   Fa  -  ther    be.       Still  pos  -  sess  -  ing    ev  -  ery     bless  -  ing,      If    our    God   our   Fa  -  ther  be. 


g 

shall   our  peace  de     stroy.     Thus  pro  -  vid  -  ed,    par  -  doned,  guid  -  ed,      Noth-ing   shall    our  peace  de  -  stroy. 
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The  Lord  our  Guide. 

2- 

In  the  hour  of  pain  and  anguish, 

In  the  hour  when  death  draws  near, 
Suffer  not  our  hearts  to  languish, 

Suffer  not  our  souls  to  fear. 
When  this  mortal  life  is  ended, 
Bid  us  in  thine  arms  to  rest, 
Till,  by  angel  bands  attended, 
We  awake  among  the  blest. 


L. 

Gently,  Lord,  O  gently  lead  us 

Through  this  lonely  vale  of  tears, 
And,  O  Lord,  in  mercy  give  us 

Thy  rich  grace  in  all  our  fears. 
O  refresh  us  with  thy  blessing, 

O  refresh  us  with  thy  grace ; 
May  thy  mercies,  never  ceasing, 

Fit  us  for  thy  dwelling-place. 
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THE  VERNAL  FLOWERS  THEIR  BEAUTIES  SPREAD.  C.  M. 

Poetry  by  Rev.  William  Hunter. 
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1.  The   ver  -  nal  flowers  their  beau  -  ties  spread,  De  -  light  -  ful   to    the  eye: 
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But   quick -ly     all  their 
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2.  Why  should  we  mourn  these  fad  -  ing  flowers,  From  this   low  vale  re  -  moved 


To   bloom  a  -  fresh  in 
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Em  -  blem     of    beau  -  teous  child-hood's  bloom,  Em  - 
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Thus  sev  -  ered   from  their     par  -  ent     stem,  Our 
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blem  of    its     de  -  cay; 


Swift  -  ly    they  leave  us 
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for   the  tomb,  With  -  er   and   pass    a  •  way. 


babes  go    on    be  -  fore, 


That  our   fond  hearts  may  fol  -  low  them    To    that   im  -  mor  -  tal 
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Peaceful  Death  of  the  Itighteous. 


I. 

Behold  the  western  evening  light! 

It  melts  in  deepening  gloom  ; 
So  calmly  Christians  sink  away, 

Descending  to  the  tomb. 
The  winds  breathe  low ;  the  yellow  leaf 

Scarce  whispers  from  the  tree  ; 
So  gently  flows  the  parting  breath 

When  good  men  cease  to  be. 


2. 

How  beautiful,  on  all  the  hills, 

The  crimson  light  is  shed  ! 
'Tis  like  the  peace  the  Christian  gives 

To  mourners  round  his  bed. 
How  mildly  on  the  wandering  cloud 

The  sunset  beam  is  cast ! 
So  sweet  the  memory  left  behind 

When  loved  ones  breathe  their  last. 


3. 

And  lo  !  above  the  dews  of  night 

The  vesper  star  appears  ; 
So  faith  lights  up  the  mourner's  heart 

Whose  eyes  are  dim  with  tears. 
Night  falls,  but  soon  the  morning  light 

Its  glories  shall  restore ; 
And  thus  the  eyes  that  sleep  in  death 

Shall  wake  to  close  no  more. 


JERUSALEM,  MY  HAPPY  HOME.  C.  M. 
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1.  Je  - ru  -  sa - lem  !  my   happy  home!  Name  ev  -  er    dear     to      me!        When  shall  my  labors 

2.  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom,  Nor  sin     nor    sor  -  row  know ;  Blessed  seats  !  through  rude  and 


3.      A  -  postles,   martyrs,  prophets  there,    Around     my    Sa  -  vior    stand ;        And  soon  my  friends  in 
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joy,  and  peace,  and   thee?  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls  An 

onward  press  to        you.  Why  should    I    shrink   at     pain  and  woe,  Oi 
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Christ  below      Will    join  the  glorious      band.  Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem !  my      happy  home !  My 
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feel  at  death  dis  -  may  ? 
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Thy   bulwarks     with    sal  -  va  -  tion  strong,  And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 
I've    Canaan's     good  -  ly    land  in  view,    And  realms  of  endless  day. 
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soul  still  pants  for  thee  ; 


I      I  ii 
Then  shall   my     la  -  bors   have  an  end,    When   I   thy  joys  shall  see. 


Hail,  sweetest,  dearest  tic,  that  binds 

Our  glowing  hearts  in  one  ; 
Hail,  sacred  hope,  that  tunes  our  minds 

To  harmony  divine. 
It  is  the  hope,  the  blissful  hope, 

Which  Jesus'  grace  has  given  ; 
The  hope,  when  days  and  years  are  past 

We  all  shall  meet  in  heaven. 


The  Christian's  Hope. 

2. 

What  though  the  northern  wintry  blast 

Shall  howl  around  our  cot ; 
What  though  beneath  an  eastern  sun 

Be  cast  our  distant  lot ; 
Yet  still  we  share  the  blissful  hope 

Which  Jesus'  grace  has  given  — 
The  hope,  when  days  and  years  are  past, 

We  all  shall  meet  in  heaven. 


No  lingering  look,  no  parting  sigh, 

Our  future  meeting  knows  ; 
There  friendship  beams  from  every  eye, 

And  love  immortal  glows. 
O,  sacred  hope  !  O,  blissful  hope  ! 

Which  Jesus'  grace  has  given  — 
The  hope,  when  days  and  years  are  past, 

We  all  shall  meet  in  heaven. 
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0  COME,  LET  US  SING. 


Venite,  Exultemus  Domino. 


22 


1.  O  come,  let  us  sing 
3.  For  the  Lord  is  a 
5.  The  sea  is  his,  and 
7.  For  he  is  the 
10.  Glory  be  to  the  Father,  and 
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Lord ; 
God; 
it : 

God: 
Son  : 


Let  us  heartily  rejoice  in  the 

And  a  great 

And  his  hands  pre- 

And  we  are  the  people  of  his  pasture,and  the 
And 
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strength  of 
King  a- 
par  -  ed 
sheep  of 
to  the 


2.  Let  us  come  before  his  presence 
4.  In  his  hands  are  all  the  corners 
6.  0  come,  let  us  worship 
8.  0  worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of 
11.  As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  and 
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of 
and 
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ever 
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And  show  ourselves 
And  the  strength  of  the 
And  kneel  bc- 
Let  the  whole 
"World  without 
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men. 


For  he  cometb,  for  he  cometh  to  j  judge  the 


And  with  righteousness  to  judge  the  world,  I  peo  -  pie 

and  the  ) 


CHANT. -HOW  BEAUTIFUL  UPON  THE  MOUNTAINS.  Wm.  Horsley.  93 
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How  beautiful  up  -  on  the  mountains  Are  the  feet  of  him  that  bringeth  good  tidings,  That  pro  -  -  claim  -  eth 
2.  That  doth  pub-lish    salvation ;    That  saith  to       Zi  -  on,    Thy    God   reigneth !    Thy  watchmen  ) 

shall  lift  \  up  the 
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peace, 
voice ; 


That  bringeth  good  tid  -  ings      of      good ; 

With  the  voice  to    -    geth     -     er         shall     they  sing. 


Break  |  forth  into  joy  ; 
Sing  together,  ye  |  waste  places  of  Je- 
rusalem, 

For  Jehovah  hath  j  comforted  his  peo- 
ple ; 

He  {  hath  redeemed  Jerusalem. 
4. 

Jehovah  hath  made  bare  his  |  holy  arm 
In  the  I  eyes  of  all  the  nations, 
And  all  the  |  ends  of  the  earth 
Shall  see  the  sal-  |  vation  of  our  God. 


L 

While  nature  welcomes  |  in  the  day, 
My  heart  its  |  earliest  vows  would  pay 
To  Him  whose  care  hath  |  kindly  kept 
My  life  from  |  danger  while  I  slept. 


Morning  Hymn. 
2. 

His  genial  rays  the  |  sun  renews; 
How  bright  the  |  scene  with  glittering  dews  ! 
The  blushing  flowers  more  |  beauteous  bloom, 
And  breathe  more  |  rich  their  sweet  perfume. 


3. 

So  may  the  sun  of  |  righteousness 
With  kindliest  |  beams  my  bosom  bless ; 
Warm  into  life  each  |  heavenly  seed, 
To  bud  and  |  bear  some  generous  deed. 
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CHANT. -I  HEAR  THEE  SPEAK  OF  THE  BETTER  LAND. 


Poetry  by  Mrs.  Hemans. 


 ^  

I  hear  thee  speak  of  the 
Is  it  where  feathery 
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bet  -  ter  land ; 
palm  trees  rise, 
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Thou  callest  its  children  a 
And  the  date  grows  ripe  under 


Music  by  Asa  Fitz. 


Mother,  0  where  is  that 
Or  midst  the  green  islands  of 
_£2_ 


ra  -  diant  shore  ? 
glit  -  tering  seas, 


Shall  we  not  seek  it  and 
Where  fragrant  forests  per 
_£2_ 


weep  no 
fume  the 


Hi; 


more  i 
breeze, 


Is  it  where  the  flower  of  the 
And  strange  bright  birds  on  their 
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or  -  ange  blow; 
star  -  ry  wing 
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3. 

Is  it  far  away  in  some  |  region  |  old, 

Where  the  rivers  wander  o'er  |  sands  of  |  gold  ? 

Where  the  burning  rays  of  the  |  ruby  |  shine, 

And  the  diamond  lights  up  the  |  secret  |  mine, 

And  the  pearl  gleams  forth  from  the  |  coral  |  strand, — 

Is  it  there,  sweet  mother,  that  |  better  |  land  1 

"  Not  there,  not  there,  my  child. 


4. 

"  Eye  hath  not  seen  it,  my  |  gentle  |  boy; 
Ear  hath  not  heard  its  deep  |  songs  of  |  joy ; 
Dreams  cannot  picture  a  |  world  so  |  fair; 
Sorrow  and  death  may  not  |  enter  [  there ; 
Time  doth  not  breathe  on  its  |  fadeless  |  bloom ; 
Far  beyond  the  clouds  and  be-  |  yond  the  |  tomb,  — 
It  is  there,  it  is  there,  my  child." 


CHANT. -THE  LORD  IS  MY  SHEPHERD. 


1.  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd :  I 


shall  not  want. 
t=t=J 


He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green  pas-  ) 
tures  :  he  leadeth  me  beside  the  still  \  wa 


ters. 
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A  -  men 


2. 

He  restoreth  my  soul ;  he  leadeth  me  in  the  paths  of  righteous- 
ness, for  his  |  name's  |  sake. 

Yea,  though  I  walk  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death, 
I  will  fear  no  evil ;  for  thou  art  with  me ;  thy  rod  and  thy 
staff  they  |  comfort  |  me. 


Thou  preparest  a  table  before  me  in  the  presence  of  mine 

enemies  ;  thou  anointest  my  head  with  oil ;  my  |  cup 

runneth  |  over. 
Surely  goodness  and  mercy  shall  follow  me  all  the  days  of 

my  life ;  and  I  will  dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord 

for-  |  ever.  |  Amen. 
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CHANT. -THE  ROSE  THAT  BLOOMS. 

Is  I  ■ 
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1.  The  rose  that  blooms  )  vale,     And  scents  the  purple  )  breath, 
in  Sharon's  J  morning  ) 


in  the  shades  )  fail,     And  bend  its  crimson  )  death 

of  evening  )  head  in  J 
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And  earth's  bright  ones  amid  the  tomb 
May  like  the  blushing  rose  decay  ; 

But  still  the  mind,  the  mind  shall  bloom 
When  time  and  nature  fade  away. 


3. 

And  there,  amid  a  holier  sphere, 
Where  the  archangel  bows  in  awe, 

There  sits  the  King  of  Glory  near, 
And  executes  his  perfect  law. 


The  ransomed  of  the  earth  with  joy 
Shall  in  their  robes  of  beauty  come, 

And  find  a  rest  without  alloy 
Amid  the  Christian's  happy  home. 


1. 


By  cool  Siloam's  shady  Kill. 


By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  fair  the  lily  grows  ! 
How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill 

Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose ! 


By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away. 


2. 

Lo,  such  the  youth  whose  holy  feet 
The  paths  of  peace  have  trod; 

Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 
Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 


O  Thou  who'giv'st  us  life  and  breath, 

We  seek  thy  grace  alone, 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 

To  keep  us  still  thine  own. 


SCHOOL  SONGS 


THE  EVENING  BELL. 
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1.  Hark!  the  pealing, 


:=2 


Softly 


stealing,  Evening 


—    -c*-  -gr 
bell,   Sweetly  echoed  down  the  dell. 


2. 


3. 


Welcome,  welcome 
Is  thy  music, 

Silvery  bell ! 
Sweetly  telling 

Day's  farewell. 


Day  is  sleeping, 
Flowers  are  weeping 

Tears  of  dew ; 
Stars  are  peeping, 

Ever  true. 


i 


4. 

Grove  and  mountain, 
Field  and  fountain, 

Faintly  gleam 
In  the  ruddy 

Sunset  beam. 


Happy  hour, 
May  thy  power 

Fill  my  breast, 
Each  wild  passion 

Soothe  to  rest. 
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BRIGHT  SMILES  THE  MORN.55 


WORDS  BY  A.  FITZ. 


MUSIC  FROM  THE  GERMAN. 
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Bright  smiles  the  morn  when  flowers  are  blooming,  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la      la ;  )  Come !  schoolmates,  let  us  haste  away,  And 
When  skies  are  clear,  and  birds  are  singing,  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la      la;  J 
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join  the  pleasures  of  this  day,  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la 
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la      la,  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la     la,  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la. 
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2. 

Hail,  happy  day,  each  other  greeting, 
Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la ; 

May  all  enjoy  a  happy  meeting, 
Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la ; 

O'er  hill  and  dale  our  footsteps  roam, 

Or  by  the  ocean's  briny  foam. 

|| :  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la. :  || 


Sweet  fields  of  green,  with  waving  splendor, 

Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  \ 
Sweet  flowers,  your  silent  tribute  render, 

Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la, 
To  Him  who  made  you  thus  so  blest, 
And  in  a  robe  of  beauty  dressed. 

|| :  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la. :  « 


Sweet  birds,  your  bowers  are  ever  vernal, 

Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ; 
To  us  you're  given  by  the  Eternal ; 

Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la  ; 
Like  your  sweet  day  may  ours  appear, 
When  evening  shades  approach  more  near. 

|| :  Sing  tra  la  la  la  la  la  la. :  || 


GOD  SPEED  THE  RIGHT, 


WORDS  BY 
F 


A.  FITZ. 


MUSIC  FROM  THE  GERMAN. 
I.      I       f       !       f       T  f 


at:: 


1. 


(  Brothers,  sing  with  voice  u  -  nit  -  ed, 


1  Sisters,  join  with  hearts  de-light-ed,  "  God  speed  the  right 


God  speed  the  right ! "  j 


Lo  !  the  winds  in   silence  bearing, 


-M—HH-r 


4 


:*zze: 


? 


t 

it: 


T 


£ 


Lo !  all  nature's  voice    proclaiming,   "  God  speed  the 


as 


right ! " 

! 


"  God  speed 


the  right!" 


i 


 1- 


£ 


2. 

Be  ye  firm  and  be  enduring, 

"  God  speed  the  right !  " 
Always  in  the  right  pursuing, 

"  God  speed  the  right !  " 
When  all  obstacles  impede  thee, 
Trust  in  Heaven  for  strength  to  aid  thee. 

"  God  speed  the  right !  " 


3. 

When  life's  conflicts  all  are  over, 

"  God  speed  the  right !  " 
May  we  ne'er  prove  faithless,  never, 

"  God  speed  the  right ! " 
When  all  earthly  ties  are  sundered, 
When  our  days  on  earth  are  numbered, 

"  God  speed  the  right ! " 


THE  SUMMER  MORNING. 


WORDS  BY  A.  FITZ. 

9=b 


MUSIC,  "  THE  POACHERS.' 


1.  How    beautiful   the  morning,  When  summer  days  are  long,  When  merry  birds  are  singing  Their  light  and  blithesome  song.  Then 


2. 

Up  in  the  morning  early, 

By  daylight's  earliest  ray ; 
Up  in  the  morning  early, 

Nor  spend  a  slothful  day ; 
Then  call  thy  slumbering  comrades, 

To  bless,  and  praise,  and  pray ; 
t| :  Then  take  delight,  with  thy  heart  aright, 

For  the  blessings  of  the  day. :  || 


3. 

Up  in  the  morning  early  ; 

'Tis  nature's  gayest  hour ; 
And  seek  the  tints  so  pearly, 
On  every  opening  flower ; 
And  gather,  like  the  humblebee, 
Fresh  sweets  from  every  bower ; 
|| :  Then  take  delight,  with  thy  heart  aright, 
For  the  blessings  of  the  day. :  || 


4. 

The  dewy  grass  all  waving 

Beneath  a  vernal  sky, 
The  flowers  their  tribute  bringing, 

Proclaim  that  God  is  nigh. 
And  nature  smiles  on  every  thing, 

Without  one  cheerless  sigh. 
|l :  Then  take  delight,  with  thy  heart  aright, 

For  the  blessings  of  the  day. :  || 


Con  Spirito. 

1st  Tretole. 


MORNING. 


r  r  r 


=:4--*=»zr#:J 


1 .  It  breaks  !  it 

2.  It  bursts  !  it 

3.  I  welcome 
2d  Treble. 


breaks 
bursts 
thee, 


from 
from 
O 


eastern 
eastern 
lovely- 


chambers, 
chambers, 
morning ! 


The  golden   morn   -    -   ing  ray !       All  hail !  thou 

A  flood  of  glo  -  -  rious  light !  He  comes !  he 
And  thank  the  kind    -    -     ly  power,     Whose  smile  of 


H  h 


It  breaks !  it 
It  bursts !  it 
I  welcome 


breaks  from 
bursts  from 
thee,  0 


eastern 
eastern 
lovely 


u- ! »  r  r"FL  p  Pr  r-?$ 


chambers, 
chambers, 
morning ! 


The  golden 
A  flood  of 
And  thank  the 


morn 

glo 

kind 


ing 
rious 


bright  and  blessed  morning, 
comes  !  the  sun  in  splendor, 
love  bids  darkness  vanish, 


All  hail !  thou  new 
Victorious  o'er 
And  wakes  the  morn 


born  day,  All  hail !  thou  new-born  day. 

the  night,         Vic  -  to  -  rious  o'er  the  night, 

ing     /      hour,        And  wakes  the  morning  hour. 

1- 


ray  !  All  hail !  thou  bright  and  bless  -  ed  morning, 
light !  He  comes  !  he  comes !  the  sun  in  splendor, 
power,  Whose  smile  of  love  bids  darkness  vanish, 


Allhail !  thou  new-born  day,  All  hail !  thou  new-born  day. 

Victorious  o^r  the  night,  Victorious  o'er  the  night. 
And  wakes  the  morning  hour,  And  wakes  the  morning  hour. 


WELCOME  TO  SCHOOL. 


1.  Come,  where  joy  and  glad 

2.  Thus  our  days  em  -  ploy 


ness    Make  each  youthful  stranger  a 
ing,     "We  are     always     learning  some 


0—0— s 

welcome  guest ; 
useful      thing ; 


-<s<- 


-<s>- 


— #- 


Come,  where  grief  and 
These  pursuits    en  - 


3« 


Fine. 


sad  -  ness  Will  not  find  a  dwelling  in  your  breast.- 
joy   -    ing,      Mer  -  ri  -  ly     to  -  geth  -  er      we     will  sing. 


Time  with  us  will  pass  a  -  way,  With 
Though  in  sports    we     take     de  -  light,  Wc 


i 


:     — □  q — F^-FF1*---* — • — #-+-# — » — * — 
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books,  or  work,  or 
al  -  so   love  to 


healthful  play; 
read  and  write ; 


Sometimes  with  a 
Those  who  teach  us, 


cheerful     song,  The    happy    hours  will  glide  along, 
too,     we    prize,  Who  strive  to  make   us    good  and  wise. 


3* 


1 


1  ^    1       d\  T  ■  r  ■  p-t-4- 


E*r-i — r 


COLD  THE  BLAST  MAY  BLOW. 


1st  Treble. 


3r 


8  *--•-„:.'• 


1.  Cold  the  blast  may  blow, 

2.  Bosoms  firm    and  bold 

3.  When  in  school  we  meet, 
3d  Treble. 


:Lt=:?=It: 


FROM  SCHADE. 
f 


see 


E 


Heaping  high  the 
Fear  not  storms  or 
Looks  of  welcome 


cold, 
sweet, 


Winds  may  loudly 
Fear  not  ice  or 
Sent  from  smiling 


roar ; 
snow : 
eyes, 


1 .  Cold  the  blast  may  blow, 

2.  Bosoms  firm  and  bold 

3.  When  in  school  we  meet, 


uzz_  M— : 

Heaping  high  the  snow; 
Fear  not  storm  or  cold, 
Looks  of  welcome  sweet, 


Winds  may  loudly  roar ; 
Fear  not  ice  or  snow ; 
Sent  from  smiling  eyes, 


:*z:p 


Trees  all  brown  and  bare, 
Fiercely,  through  the  gale, 
When  our  teachers  dear 


::*z:^fz:zz 

Sad,  may  wave  in 
Drift  the  snow  and 
Give  us  words  of 


H^  m- 


& — I- 


>  1  ^-1 


hail ; 
cheer, 


Decked  with  leaves  no 
Hearts  may  warmly 
What    are  wintry 


Decked  with  leaves  no  more. 
Hearts  may  warmly  glow. 
What  are    wintry       skies  t 


*--(»-F;— ••TZ^:~-  =FPG*iFFe:  :«  -*  ..;*-.]*•* 


THERE  IS  NO  HOME  LIKE  MY  OWN. 


Duet* 

MOSCHELES. 

1.  Why,  ah,  why,  my  heart,  this   sadness?  1 

aft-fe-A-*-  *  *  *  *  *  \ J 

:|t-i_g=i_|_fc: 
L*~   O      %      9             ^  " 

ftThy,  'mid  scenes  like  these,  dec 

L-C?  -H  * — o— x- 

iine  ?    Where  all,  though  strange,  is  joy  and 

::  z±=t=  1     U   U  t=t 

h  ;¥ 

gladness  ;          Say,  what  wish  can    yet  be 

thine  1 

b  i>U — h- 1 — r  ts — t-  b>  0  * 

2. 

zf             [=  :::=t=t=t_t   •   2  : 

3. 

All  that's  dear  to  rae  is  wanting  ;  Give  me  those,  —  I  ask  no  other,  — 
Lone  and  cheerless,  here  I  roam  ;  Those  that  bless  the  humble  dome 

The  stranger's  joys,  howe'er  enchanting,  Where  dwell  my  father  and  my  mother ; 
To  me  can  never  be  like  home,  Give,  O  give  me  back  my  home, 

To  me  can  never  be  like  home.  My  own,  my  own  dear  native  home. 


PROCRASTINATION. 


From  the  German. 


say,  "  To-morrow ; "  So  they 


ways, 


al  -  ways  borrow, 


But  they 


nev  -  er, 


nev  -  er  pay 


-t4-^V4— - 


i 


All  that's  good  to  -  mor-row     do  -  ing,  All  that's  ill  they're  then  eschewing ;  Great  things  do,  but  not 


 1  Us?- 


-1-1:, 

fc- 

HP  

 1  ujj — i 

LJ  

1  1^ 

Being's  stream  is  ever  rolling  ; 
Present  time  alone  controlling 

Can  we  make  a  source  of  good. 
Present  time's  a  golden  treasure  ; 
But  the  future  —  who  can  measure  ? 

That  belongs  alone  to  God. 


:iEeiE&  


to  -  day 

t 


J  u*_i  u#_L.|  j  J-l  ■ — 


3. 

Every  day  we're  vainly  spending 
Tells,  upon  its  woful  ending, 

Loss  that  never  can  be  paid  ; 

Let  us,  then,  to  action  moving, 

Every  passing  hour  improving, 
Live  for  good  till  life  shall  fade. 


\ 
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THE  PILOT. 


Slow  and  Expressive 


1  |    -  -  £p |  ig| :  .  I  I,  •  Sgi  | 

-J-    S .-  J-  I     -^-^    ^  1      -f"  «phr-*-  ~mr  'wr 

fearful  night ;  There's  danger  on    the    deep  ;     I'll    come  and  pace  the 

rr.  r  j  i  J  j  j  j  1 1 1 1 1 1 1  m 

- — - — - — J-  ^-G--x~^--L-m-^-m — 0  0  1 


1.  O,     Pilot,  'tis 


=4-: 

-  -J 

deck  with 

thee ; 

-ar— 
I 

do 

not     dare  to 

1 

sleep.  " 

r 

Goc 

lown," 

the 

— •  L-  1^  -5-  ri 

sail  -  or     cried,  "  go  down  ;  This 

 1  

* 

-  I— J-       ^  - 

3= 

:  =1  ^ 

— 0 — 0 — 0  1--1- — hn — 1 — ■ti-^—ti-T—ti — & 

^  -0-  «-          ^u-j-    -5-  -j:  -5-  * 

is    no  place  for    thee ;       Fear  not,  but  tri 

m 

-  -4 

jst  ] 

— 1— 
n 

 1  1 

Providence 

1  jNJli 

. « 1 .»  »  t  . 

,  Wherev  -  er    thou  may'st  be." 

\  t=  t  t 

'  U  rs  rU.  I» 

SCHOOL  SONGS. 


Ah  !  Pilot,  dangers  often  met 

We  all  are  apt  to  slight ; 
And  thou  hast  known  these  raging  waves 

But  to  subdue  their  might. 
"  O  !  'tis  not  apathy,"  he  cried, 

"  That  gives  this  strength  to  me  ; 
Fear  not,  but  trust  in  Providence, 

Wherever  thou  may'st  be. 


3. 

"  On  such  a  night  the  sea  ingulfed 

My  father's  lifeless  form  ; 
My  only  brother's  boat  went  down 

In  just  so  wild  a  storm. 
And  such,  perhaps,  may  be  my  fate 

But  still  I  say  to  thee, 
Fear  not,  but  trust  in  Providence, 

Wherever  thou  may'st  be." 


HOW  MERRILY  LOOKETH  THE  MAN. 

Round  for  Three  Voices.  j.  playford. 


— 

•  

t 

• — 

-  * 

-  »■  P 

*  * 
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How  mer  -  ri  -  ly    looketh  the  man  that  hath  gold !  He    seemeth  but  twenty,  though  threescore  years  old  ; 


rf-p- 

0  

:zf=  t_: 

 1  W.1  j  

1  ^  (__J 

How  merry  the    bee,  that     flyeth       a  -  bout,  and    gath-er  -  eth    honey  with  -  in   and  without ! 


=m 

^  -m 

_ 

M    g  ±  *  -* 

-# 

=j    *  I  E]    ^      *      *  * 
-m- 

But  men  without  money,  and  bees    without    honey,  are    nothing     bet  -  ter    than  drones,  drones. 
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BEGONE,  DULL  SLOTH. 


Popular  Melody 


^jlj;  +l^r-*ff  f  I  U        jl  j,  ■'111 


8 

1.  Be  -  gone,  dull  sloth; 
Sloth  and  waste 


I  pray  thee  be  -  gone  from  me  ;  Be  -  gone,  dull  sloth  ; 
Debts  never    are    able     to      pay ;  Sloth  and  waste 


You  and 
Can 


-m'  0 — •-■f-dT — 


t=t=t=x 


Fine. 

i  i  i  }'  Jlfl.fl  I  iff}  }  f  i\i  MzHiifffil 


For 


I    can    never     a  -  gree ; 
never  be  happy    and  gay. 

an  , ,  00 1 1 1  \  r.  i 

i  — i — i — i — i — -|— -j — i — g — 0* — f- 1—  *  -I — 


I     will  work,  and     I     will  learn,  And  use  -  ful  -  ly    pass  the 


0 

±=t: 


D.  C.  Sign. 


day,      And  I     think   it      one     of     the       wisest    things    To   drive  dull  sloth     a  -  way. 


— .  * 


SCHOOL 

2. 

Go,  vile  deceit ; 
You  never  shall  live  with  me ; 

Go,  vile  deceit  ; 
You  and  I  shall  never  agree ; 
For  I  will  faithful  pray  to  be, 

In  all  I  do  or  say, 
And  always  speak  the  honest  truth, 
Whether  at  work  or  play. 

Vile  deceit 
With  me  shall  never  stay; 

Vile  deceit 
Can  never  be  happy  and  gay. 


SONGS. 

3. 

Bad  temper,  go  ; 
You  never  shall  stay  with  me  ; 

Bad  temper,  go  ; 
You  and  I  shall  never  agree  ; 
For  I  will  always  kind,  and  mild, 

And  gentle,  pray  to  be, 
And  do  to  others  as  I  wish 
That  they  should  do  to  me. 

Temper  bad 
With  me  shall  never  stay  ; 

Temper  bad 
Can  never  be  happy  and  gay. 


THE  BELLS. 

Round  for  Three.  Voices. 


i 


£ 


HILTON. 

G  


Hark  ye  now  !  how  mer-ri  -  ly,  mer  -  ri  -  ly,  mer-ri  -  ly,  mer-ri  -  ly,  mer-ri  -  lv,  mer-ri-lv,    Hark  !  how 


1 


mer-ri  -  ly,  mer  -  ri-ly,  mer  -  ri  -  ly,   mer-ri  -  \y;  Hark  !  they  ring,  1,    2,  3, 

mmm 


Dim 


don< 


bell, 


ding 


dong. 


4  THE  NIGHT  WAS  DARK  AND  FEARFUL. 

POETRY  BY  MRS.  S.  J.  HALE. 


MUSIC  BY  DR.  LARDNER. 
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L  The  night  was  dark  and  fearful,  The  blast  swept  wailing  by ;  A 

:  !  


TP" 
"P — P 

watcher, 


TP 
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pale  and  tearful,  Looked  forth  with  anxious  eye ;  How 


~TPj  p-j- 
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P  _P. 


P    P  P 
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wist  -  ful  -  ly   she  gazeth  !  No  gleam  of  morn  is  there  ; 


p   p  p— p  i — w 

er  eyes   to  heaven  she  raiseth, 


i — r 


agony      of  prayer ;  How 
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wist  -  ful  -  ly  she  gazeth  !  No  gleam  of  morn   is  there  ;  Her  eyes  to  heaven  she 


W 

raiseth, 


agony        of  prayer. 


SCHOOL  SONGS. 
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2. 

Within  that  dwelling  lonely, 

Where  want  and  darkness  reign, 
Her  precious  child,  her  only, 

Lay  moaning  in  his  pain ; 
And  death  alone  can  free  him  — 

She  feels  that  this  must  be ; 
"But  0,  for  morn,  to  see  him 

Smile  once  again  on  me  ! 
And  death  alone,  &c. 


3. 

"  A  hundred  lights  are  glancing 

In  yonder  mansion  fair ; 
And  merry  feet  are  dancing  ; 

They  heed  not  morning  there  5 
O  young  and  joyous  creatures, 

One  lamp  from  out  your  store 
Would  give  that  poor  boy's  features 

To  his  mother's  gaze  once  more. 
O  young  and  joyous,"  &c. 


4. 

The  morning  sun  is  shining  ; 

She  heedeth  not  its  ray  ; 
Beside  her  babe  reclining, 

The  pale,  dead  mother  lay  ; 
A  smile  her  lips  were  wreathing, 

A  smile  of  hope  and  love, 
As  though  she  still  were  breathing 

There's  light  for  us  above. 
A  smile  her  lips,  &c. 


i. 


2. 


^3 


The  wise 


22= 


THE  WISE  MEN  ARE  BUT  SEVEN. 

Round  for  Three  Voices. 


WILLIAM  LAWES. 

Musical  Companion,  1667. 
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men  are   but  sev 


en, 
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nor  more 


shall 


be  for 


me 
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The  Mu 


ses     are  but 


nine, 


The  wor 


thies     three  times     three ; 


3=  =  1 


And  three  mer  -  ry  \  boys',  \  and  three  merry    \  boys',  \     and  three  mer  -  ry      5  boy"  I    are  we. 

(  girls,  )  (  girls,  )  (  girls  > 


GO  WHEN  THE  MORNING  SHINETH. 


*l§iiiiii§i^l 


— I  1- 


1.  Go    when  the  morning  shineth 


Go     when  the  moon  is  bright 
-d-  -0- 


-0-  -m- 


Go    when  the  eve  de- 

r  ,fr,tt 
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r  s 


clin  -  eth ;  Go  in  the  hush  of  night ; 
_p_ 


b—&  0- 


Go     with     a      ho  -  ly     feel  -  ing ; 


Fling 


T-|— 
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earthly  thought  a  -  way  ; 


And      in  thy  chamber     kneeling,    Do   thou    in     se  -  cret  pray. 


-0-  -0- 


—b-W—*—*- 
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... 


SCHOOL  SONGS. 


2. 

Call  those  to  mind  who  love  thee, 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  that  hate  thee, 

If  any  such  there  be ; 
Then  for  thyself,  in  meekness, 

Humbly  a  blessing  claim, 
Joining  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 


Or,  if  'tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray,  — 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way,  — 
E'en  there  the  silent  breathing, 

Thy  spirit  raised  above, 
Will  reach  his  throne  of  glory, 

Where  he  presides  with  love. 


4. 

O,  not  a  joy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compare ; 
He  gave  the  power  within  us, 

That  we  might  live  with  prayer. 
Whene'er  thou  pin'st  in  sadness, 

Down  at  his  footstool  fall  j 
Call  to  thy  mind,  with  gladness, 

His  love  who  gave  thee  all. 


A  YAWNING  CATCH. 

For  Three  Voices.  dr.  Harrington. 
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'Tis    hum  drum,    'tis         mum  mum ;  what !  no      -      bod  -  y    speak  ? 
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s  one  looks  ver  -  y    wise,  and  an 
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-  oth  -  er  rubs  his    eyes,  then 

stretches,  yawns,  and  cries, 

.  /7\  -r 

>2   

■               ~1       -   '-I 

Heigh !  ho !  hum ! 

2 
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THE  DRUNKARD'S  BOWL. 


Andantino. 


m 


i  * 

1.  The  drink  that's  in  the  drunkard's  bowl  Is  not  the  drink  for 
-0-0-0-  *      * .  -0 


t: 


±=fc 


me ;  It 
^0-0- 


kills  his    body  and  his  soul ;  How  sad  a  sight  is 


W:  L  L  WTW~\  f  f  'f 


I  |^_J-J  Lrf- 


M  1  ^—H — +—\  
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2.  3. 

The  stream  that  many  prize  so  high  The  wine  cup,  that  so  many  prize, 

Is  not  the  stream  "for  me ;  Is  not  the  cup  for  me  ; 

For  he  who  drinks  it  still  is  dry,  —  The  aching  head,  the  bloated  face, 

Forever  dry*he'll  be  !  In  its  sad  train  I  see. 

But  there's  a  stream  so  cool  and  clear,  But  there's  a  cup  of  water  pure, 

The  thirsty  traveller  lingers  near ;  And  he  who  drinks  it  may  be  sure 

Refreshed  and  glad  is  he  ;  Of  health  and  length  of  days  ; 

O,  that's  the  stream  for  me.  O,  that's  the  cup  for  me. 


COME  HITHER,  MY  MERRY  FOLKS. 

Round  for  Three  Voices. 


& — ~ — -  — v—l-v- 

hither,     my     merry    folks,    all  in 


J.  HILTON. 
 f>— 


\ 


1= 


To    our  game, 


to  our  game ! 


Let 


play 


and  let 


us   sing ; 


fc 


:gzTf-y-^zzp: 


2. 


3. 


Now,  then,  all  join  their  hands,  and  we'll  make  up  the  ring  j 

 iCV 


Then  a  -  way  we    go   mer  -  ri  -  ly,     all    in     a  ring, 


all    in     a  ring, 


all  in  a  ring. 


TYROLESE  EVENING  HYMN. 


1.  Come,  come,  come !  Come  to  the     sunset  tree ;  The  day  is  past  and  gone;  The  woodman's  axe  lies  free,     And  the 
Come,  come,  come !  Come  to  the     sunset  tree ;  The  day  is  past  and  gone ;  The  woodman's  axe  lies  free,  Omit. 

A* 


Fine,  f 


&   &  m  -9-  -c- 

reaper's    work  is     done.        Omit  1st  time   The  twilight  star     to    heaven,    And  the 

  And  the    reaper's   work  is  clone. 

*  *  f.         *  *  m  *  j*  _  /  p  s  p  r       p  p 


— ^ 


summer  dew  to    flowers,     And     rest  to 


given,       By  the 


soft       evehing  hours. 


mm 
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2. 

Sweet,  sweet,  sweet. 
Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest, 
Pleasant  the  wood's  low  sigh, 
And  the  gleaming  of  the  west, 
And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie  ; 
When  the  burden  and  the  heat 
Of  the  laborers  task  is  o'er, 
And  kindly  voices  greet 
The  tired  one  at  his  door. 

Sweet,  &c. 


3. 

Yes,  yes,  yes. 
Yes,  tuneful  is  the  sound 
That  dwells  in  whispering  boughs  ; 
"Welcome  the  freshness  round, 
And  the  gale  that  fans  our  brows ; 
But  rest  more  sweet  and  still 
Than  ever  the  nightfall  gave, 
Our  yearning  hearts  shall  fill 
In  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 

Yes,  &c. 


4. 

There,  there,  there. 
There  shall  no  tempests  blow, 
No  scorching  noontide  heat ; 
There  shall  be  no  more  snow, 
No  weary,  wandering  feet. 
So  we  lift  our  trusting  eyes 
From  the  hills  our  fathers  trod, 
To  the  quiet  of  the  skies, 
To  the  Sabbath  of  our  God. 

There,  &c. 


GOOSE  LAW'D  WITH  GOOSE. 

Round  for  Three  Voices. 


H.  Lawes. 


^zzzzzz^zz^zjzzzpp^^ 


m 




Goose    law'd  with  Goose  for  cousin  Gander's  land,  And  Fox,  the    lawyer,    took  the  case  in  hand. 

#*_  - 


2. 


:z: 


-k*  P  W  


Term        being  .   ended,    judgment  did  proceed  ;  Like  fools  they  met,     as    beggars  they  agreed. 


^z?.zzz^zzffzzjzz3zzizzfc: 


;3E^=^zz^ESzzgI  1, 


Then  to  digr  and  delve,  and  plough  both     went,  To    get  by    pain  what  they  had    i-dly  spent. 


SUMMER  NOW  IS  SMILING. 

Round  for  Three  Voices. 


jp4  p  p  -  - 

:  _=j    3  __p 

1  r  r.  ^  p  p  t 

Summer    now  is 

smiling      here ;      Sing  then  gayly, 

tral     la       la j 

i  * g  t  e  r  r  j 

Tral  la     ra      la    ral  la; 

fe_4  

4  — t — h-  - 

— F  F  /H— 

:  t-t   ^  : 

:  •        *        i   i  4 

Summer   now  is 

smiling     hore ; 

Sing         then  gayty> 

ft     -  :   j  *  -  =t~— 

:-P      -P        »  . 

F  i — r  - 

Sum    -    mer  now  is 


eeee; 


tral    la     ra     la     ra ;   Sum  -  mer 


-4— 
now  is 


e=fct= 


3= 


EEzEEESEf 


#■ 


tral 


smil 


la 


t: 


mg 


smiling        here ;   Sing   then       gayly,  tra 


la 


la; 


p  rj. 


la ;    Tral  la   ra    la    ral      la ;     tral  la  ra  la    ra ; 

-It  J:'  J  .  1 — Tl  - 1  '-4 


Summer 


J-Ji J  ^auJf.rr  r\tr7rm 


Seeped-:; 

smiling        here ; 

.—ZjZ—rV  


here ;  Sing  then 


gayly,       Tral      la        la ;     Tra  la  ra  la  ra     la ;     tra  la  ra  la    ra ; 
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Tral  la    ra   la    ra     la    tra    la     ra     la     ra;    Sum  -  mer     now  is 


smil  -  ing     here  ;  Sing  then 


Sing      then        gayly,  tra 


la 


la 


F5F> pr  r  it r 

— — ^-^-1  1  1-^-^  *-sf 


tra  la  ra  la  ral     la,       tra  la  ra  la  ra ;  Summer 


gayly, 


now    is  smil 


here ;  Sing  then  gayly, 


tral 


la 


la ;   tra  la  ra  la  ral  la 
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MALTESE  BOATMAN'S  SONG. 


-m — #r-#- 

-fa* — 

1.  See,  brothers,    see,  how  the    night  comes  on ;       Slowly   sinks  the        setting    sun;       Hark !  how  the  solemn 


ME3 


d=4 


=3* 


3 


5 


-i — 


Chorus. 


Sr.r'i  :iJ.I'3  i  j  :^=^^^^^=f4|=^] 


ves  -  pers'  sound     Sweetly    falls  up 


on     the    ear ! 


Then    haste ;    let      us      work     till  the 


-(9- 


day  -  light   is    o'er,      And    fold     our      nets   as    we        row     to    the  shore ; 


toil  of 


la  -  bor 


g*r  ur^\rr^mr'tt^\^^m 


=1  -=T-=ft: 
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#  >  3  : 

§p— tz— r— t±= 

— aM — HH — 1  1  =-- 

-i — h — i-i — h 

=T"»  =1  ~T 

be  -  ing  done, 

How  sweet  the 

boatman's    welcome  home ! 

ffi       f9i  C\ 

L-K*  ^  

Home,  home,  home, 

r*- 

~*      r~  w  

The  boatman's 

welcome  home, 

a  «  F  r 

&  9      I—  t  

t   t  Erin 

— — 1 — t-k* — i-^ — 1- 

 — ^_ 

—  ^  0 — t  

-> — ^ — 1 — 1 — 

:  *  3 

Sweet,  0,  sweet  the  boatman's 

sett- jf-rr-rfc-rr-^ft 

welcome   home ;       Welcome  home ; 

:            #   _3z   t   *  „- 

Welcome  home ; 
rH  #  ^  _ 

Wei  - 

come  home. 

C  I_^_C_ 

2. 

See  how  the  tints  of  daylight  die  ; 

Soon  we'll  hear  the  tender  sigh  ; 

For  when  the  toil  of  labor's  o'er, 

We  shall  meet  our  friends  on  shore. 
Then  haste ;  let  us  work  till  the  daylight  is  o'er, 
And  fold  our  nets  as  we  row  to  the  shore ; 
For  fame  or  gold,  howe'er  we  roam, 
No  sound  so  sweet  as  welcome  home  ! 

Home,  home,  home,  &c. 
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PILGRIMS  AND  WANDERERS." 


— 3r:,_£_*=i  i-*-f-i-i-g-i-*-g-«-i  x-*-«— *— •-^P 


1.  o 


the 


r      w  e-r       r  P 

mountain  wave,  See  where  they  come !  Storm  cloud  and 


wintry    wind     Welcome     them  home; 


Yet  where  the     sounding  gale    Howls  to  the 


-&- 


--—  -  gy  gyr  BST- 

a-fctzztzzzt: 


I*— * 


sea,     There  the   song   peals  along, 


Deep-toned  and  free. 


•  #-T  a  .*  r*- 


 O  


Pilgrims  and 

5 


wanderers, 


Hither     we     come :  Where  the  free     dare  to     be,  —  This     is    our  home. 


 0  J-5—*-  T-Sv-a  M-T-P  ^-T- ^5— T"^--^  T— r-^  ^  # — i — ^5 — ■  


*  Written  by  George  Lunt,  Esq. ;  sung  at  the  second  centennial  anniversary  of  the  settlement  of  the  ancient  town  of  Newbury. 
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2. 

England  hath  sunny  dales, 

Dearly  they  bloom ; 
Scotia  hath  heather  hills, 

Sweet  their  perfume: 
Yet  through  the  wilderness 

Cheerful  we  stray ; 
Native  land,  native  land, 

Home  far  away. 
Pilgrims,  &c. 


3. 

Dim  grew  the  forest  path  ; 

Onward  they  trod ; 
Firm  beat  their  noble  hearts, 

Trusting  in  God  ! 
Gray  men  and  blooming  maids, 

High  rose  their  song ; 
Hear  it  sweep,  clear  and  deep, 

Ever  along. 
Pilgrims,  &c. 


4. 

Not  theirs  the  glory  wreath, 

Torn  by  the  blast; 
Heavenward  their  holy  steps, 

Heavenward  they  passed  ; 
Green  be  their  mossy  graves  ; 

Ours  be  their  fame ; 
While  their  song  peals  along, 

Ever  the  same. 
Pilgrims,  &c. 


COME,  FOLLOW  ME  MERRILY. 


Round  for  Three  Voices. 


Mr.  Ed.  Nelham,  1667. 


 1  L 


i 


!  I  i  J  1  i    p.  i  i  1— 4= 


Come,    follow     me  mer  -  ri  -  ly,     mer  -  ri  -  ly,  friends,  Come  follow    me  mer  -  ri  -  ly 


O! 


And    we    will  sing  re 

=1 


-9- 

sol 


IT 


do 
-»— 

EE 


do  sol 

-#  ^5- 


:izi=^rzzzz^zzz3=:=3=t^zz^z:: 


do 


fa 


do  sol 
-m — 


sol  do. 

\  II 


m 


Put    sol      before     la,        and    do  after 


si, 


sol     la    si    do    si    la  si 


do. 


Poetry  by  Bishop  Heber. 


STAR  OF  THE  EAST. 


Scotch  Air. 


&^EeI 


darkness, 
head  with 


and 
the 


-9 — -1 — 0 — »— 

1  T 

gj-g — * — Jr- 

— ^ 

 pt_ . 

1  1  

lend  us  thine 
beasts    of  the 


aid ; 
stall ; 


L  1  "I  j — i — r-^Tgi i  r 

I  *  ^  ^__J___*  C  £ —  j,  1 

Star     of       the     East,    the      ho    -    ri  -  zon        a      -  dom  -  ing, 

An  -  gels        a  -  dore     him      in         slumber          re      -  clin  -  ins:. 


i.—9 — 0—jt0-X-&:—-—-l.—3  q  *  -p 


I-  * 


dom  -  ing, 
clin  -  ing, 


laid, 
all. 

Hi 


Guide  where  our 
Ma  -  ker.  and 


infant 
Monarch, 


Redeemer 
and  Savior 


is  laid, 
of  all, 


Guide  where  our 
Ma  -  ker,  and 


infant  Redeemer 
Monarch,  and  Savior 


*ESEEE 


— U-at 


33feE© 


Say,  shall  we  yield  him,  in  costly  devotion, 
Odors  of  Edom  and  offerings  divine ; 

Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  or  gold  from  the  mine  ? 


Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation  5 
Vainly  with  gifts  would  his  favor  secure ; 

Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration ; 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 


FAR  FROM  THE  TUMULT. 


29 


I  -t 


Far  from    the  tu 


mult 


of 


am  -  bi  -  tious  strife, 


Ea 


con- 


of 


am  -  bi  -  tious  strife, 


\^  1  1  J— -F- — — i  1 — -1  " — i  1  1 — 1-i  k*» — v- — i — -h  *  -h-H — \^^--L 


tented, 


may  we  glide  through  life ; 

■4*  T-^JL_ 


Time  can  im    -  pair 


the    lustre    of  our 


- — e 


Zjzz^zzzf^z 


LZJZ2.1 


:t:z 


— _  

:£2ZZ£z::zz: 
t=t= 


may  we  glide  through  life 


Time 


pair 


youth, 


But 


not 


of 


m 


But      not  of 


 J — 0^  ^  1  ^         L  * 


friend 


ship, 


love,     nor   sa  -  cred 


h=.  

I.  1 

friend 


truth. 


t=tZZZZt==±==BE=ZZ t 


ship,     love,        nor .  sa  -  cred 


truth. 
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Words  by  W.  E.  Hickson. 


-M-  1  *  ^  «- 


THE  PRAISE  OF  SPRING 


b — r-p: 


£5© 


Music  by  Rossini. 


cheerful     lays   your     voices     raise ;  Let    none  refuse 

i 


1.  In 

Piano  Forte  or  "Violoncello 


to 


sing; 


Let 


3 


tat 


J3  _J3  Fine. 


all    unite     who  love  the  bright  and  cheerful  days   of  spring. 


To  spring  belong  the 


mm 


1  •  J  i  *r 


Si 


Stte 


birds    of  song,  To      summer  fruits    and      flowers,    When  woodbine  and   the      eg  -  lan-tine  Per- 
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fume   the  shady 


bowers. 


With    autumn  comes  the    golden  grain ;  Then  winter  follows 


1 0  ! 1  f  rrr 


Each  season  in  the  circling  year  I  love  autumnal  tints  on  trees, 

Has  charms  unlike  the  rest ;  I  love  the  harvest  moon. 

But  those  of  spring  to  me  appear  And  winter  brings  us  social  joys, 

The  fairest  and  the  best.  Though  verdure  quits  the  plain, 

I  love  to  feel  a  summer  breeze  Till  lovely  spring  his  power  destroys, 

In  shady  bowers  at  noon ;  And  smiles  on  earth  again. 


32 


GOOD  NIGHT. 


3F 


<s>  


1   I  1 


Good  night ;  good   night ;     May  peace  and  rest 


dwell  in  your  breast, 


4 


Y'  -  r 


May  peace  and 


Good  night 


z:s: 


May  peace  and  rest 


dwell  in  your  breast, 


11 


Good  night ; 


May  peace  and  rest 


ZZ 


May  peace  and 


dwell  in  your  breast, 


and 


m 


i 


rest 


dwell  in    your  breast ;    good     night ; 


good    night ; 


m 


good  night. 


rest 


dwell  in    your  breast ;    good     night ; 


good    night ;  good 


night. 


-&  

St 


rest 


dwell  in    your  breast ; 


good     night ; 


good  night. 


THE  HOUR  IS  COME  OF  TWILIGHT  GRAY. 


33 


A  Canon  for  Four  Voices. 

The  first  voice  commences,  and  when  it  reaches  the  first  double  bar,  the  second  voice  commences ;  when  the  second  voice  reaches  the 
first  double  bar,  the  third  voice  commences ;  the  fourth  voice  commences  when  the  third  voice  reaches  the  first  double  bar. 


?2= 


of  twilight 

0-T—  O  p: 


a: 


3 


i   i  ii 


gray 
— 


And     evening      veils    the     face    of  day; 


I  Yil 


=t==t=t= 


St 


1 


shades 


night  be 


gin      to      fall,        And  darkness 

CANON- TIME  AND  TIDE. 


soon   will    cov  -  er  all. 


E 


|l    This  canon  is  sometimes  sung 
w       to  the  following  couplet,  adapted 
no    man,  time  and  tide   will     for  young  children :  — 


"  Idle  folks,  who  spare  their  trouble, 
Always  make  their  labor  double." 


Time  and    tide    will    wait  for    no  man. 


CANON. 


LOVE  OF  TRUTH, 


SEASON  OF  MY  PUREST  PLEASURE. 


Trio, 
£    *  *    *  * 

/or  Treble  Voices. 

Words  by  Cowper. 

rtr  c  rtl 

??  4^ — *  1 — 

Season     of  my 

purest  pleasure, 

r r  r  uLLj= 

Seal-er       of       ob  -  serv  -  in^ 

j     eyes ;    When    in  larger, 

1  llm  -  !~1"T 

 — — I  ^  J 

Season     of  my 

—     LL  »                    i  1 

purest  pleasure, 

Seal  -  er        of      ob    -    serv  -  ing   eyes ;    When    in  larger, 

-  -=l    =  -  - 

L.--      J  #_„ 

_  r~tf^i  -j 

i  m-m-1-   * 

of  ob  -  serv  -  ing  eyes; 


freer  measure, 

I     can  commune     with     the      skies.         While .  beneath  thy 

h*^i  j  i  rin  j-ii — - — - 

sha 

de  ex  -  ten 

:   :£ — 

d  -  ed, 

©  # — #— 

—  r  *                  s»-  :| 

— • 

3 1 

freer  measure,  I  can  commune  with  the  skies.  While  beneath  thy 
**  t     I  1  :  r  vr  t  
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(t—m- 


.—m  p — I — p — I — I — t-  1  P  P— — — P  f  f- 

\  m  1LLU  fl  r  n  ~  ^  ,  |  ,  t  iMj    r  1  r  i;m  u  'UU 

neath    thy     shade    ex  -  tend  -  ed,      Wea  -  ry      man     for  -  gets      his     woes,       I,     my   dai  -  ly 


■0-*- 


be 


4 


3 


q=4 


I 


shade,  beneath      thy     shade     ex  -  tend  -  ed,      Wea  -  ry      man     for  -  gets      his  woes, 

p4  


P=P: 


S=P: 


I,    my   dai  -  ly 


While  beneath,  &c. 


trouble      end   -  ed,     Find     in      watching     my      re  -  pose,      Find  in   watching     my       re  -  pose. 


trouble      end  -  ed,         Find   in      watching     my      re  -  pose,      Find  in   watching      my      re  -  pose. 
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Words  by  W.  E.  Hickson. 

■  m  m  m 


THE  MIGHT  WITH  THE  RIGHT. 


— \f-0-m  m  m  \ 


T  1  1  1  1— 


-H  h 


5 


Music  by  Callcott 

^-f=f-f:T:^i=gi^-Trr^ 

# 


May  every  year  but  draw  more  near  The  time  when  strife  shall  cease,  And  truth  and  love  all  hearts  shall  move  To  live  in  joy  and  peace. 


s 


i  1 1  -r  i TT^q=E 


r  9  i  *  ^ 


Now  sorrow  reigns,  and  earth  complains,  For  folly    still  her  power  maintains  ;  But  the  day  shall  yet  ap  -  pear,      When  the 


3fr  J 1 J  TTTTJ  J  J  JfJ^a 


HSU  :.A 


With  the 


right, 


-0—0- 


— k^- 


EES 


might  with  the  right  and  the  truth  shall  be,  When  the  might  with  the  right  and  the  truth  shall  be  ;  And  come  what  there  may  to 
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With  the 


:-fa=J=8=f=*=f: 

*-  r  r  r  eee 


stand  in 


the  way,  That  day 


the  world  shall  see ;    When  the  might  with  the  right  and  the   truth  shall  he,  When  the 


1 


b—  -- 


j~  


:zfe: 


right,  •  . 


might  with  the  right  and  the  truth  shall  be  ;  And  come  what  there  may  to  stand  in    the  way,  That  day  the  world  shall  see. 


 b — |  1 — 

 1 — 


2. 


Let  good  men  ne'er  of  truth  despair, 

Though  humble  efforts  fail ; 
O,  give  not  o'er  until  once  more 

The  righteous  cause  prevail. 
In  vain  and  long  enduring  wrong, 
The  weak  may  strive  against  the  strong ; 

But  the  day  shall  yet  appear, 
When  the  might  with  the  right,  &c. 


Though  interest  pleads  that  noble  deeds 

The  world  will  not  regard, 
To  noble  minds,  that  duty  binds, 

No  sacrifice  is  hard. 
The  brave  and  true  may  seem  but  few, 
But  hope  has  better  things  in  view ; 

And  the  day  will  yet  appear, 
When  the  might  with  the  right,  &c. 


DUET- SWEET  DOTH  BLUSH  THE  ROSY  MORNING. 


Dr.  Harrington. 


Amoroso.  tr 


Sweet  doth  blush  the        ro  -  sy      morn  -  ing,  Sweet  doth  beam  the    glistening    dew ;  Sweet  -  er       still  the 
m   .    _  1  _  T-  m  — I — F  *~r  0-» — -m — -~r  ■=  1— r-#- 


■I — 


Sweet  doth  beam,  &c. 


£ 


day      a   -    dorn  -  ing,  Thy   dear  smiles  trans  -  port  my   view.  'Midst      the     bios  -  soms*  fragrance  flow  -  ing, 


dorn  -  ing,  Thy   dear  smiles  trans  -  port  my 


'—lXj^  IS. 


'Midst  the 


fragrance  flow  -  in< 


tte£=L3 


Why 


de    -    lights      the        hon  -  eved        bee  ?     Sweet  -  er  breaths  thv   -    self        be    -    stow  -  iner, 
St. 


hon  -  eyed        bee  ?     Sweet  -  er  breaths  thy    -  self 


-fie— I— I  j  


Why  delights 


Sweeter 


be    -    stow  -  ing, 

 , — 


j=«J  J,  a* 
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r  *  fT## 


One      kind    kiss  on 


One 


kind 


kiss 


E 


t=zrz£: 


=*zz_*  : 


CANON- YOUR  PATIENCE  AND  PRUDENCE. 


■cft± 


!zztfc;r: 


=t=* 


:#f=r.#: 


Your   pa  -  tience    and     pru  -  dence  will 


not      be  in 


 =E  ' 


-4=1 


S?  ^  «  


They'll  help       you  to 


IzzJzrz 


EE: 


fxzgzr:-*  ^ztzgzzz^zzzgzizzgzzzzjzzzzizz 


Your 


pa  -  tience    and      pru  -  dence  will 


not 


be 


 _j  _j  X— —  j  


con  -  quer 


gain 


and 


a3*— i  TT~J  7^ 


gain ; 


your        pa  -  tience 


and 


prudence  will 


* 


vain  : 


They'll  help       you  to 


con  -  quer 


gain  and 


gain 


your 


40  LET  THE  SMILES  OF  YOUTH  APPEARING. 


-i^j-i  %  i  u$-^44 

§p:n£=?   *Et     *>   f-t  - 

Let   the  smiles  of  youth  ap  - 

 • 

— 4  :  

pear  -  ing,  Let  the 

voice  of    du  -  ty 

:-f            t  I"!     i    r  t  I 

cheering ;  Let  the     smiles  of  youth   ap  - 

_    p  p  j  w  p- p  p  t 

:          t   t  f  1=   t   t   t 4 

t*:J.:.^".,f.v  f~ 

s-  rf 

^  1  ,  1  1  J 

pear  -  ing,   Let  the 

L- 1  1  1  1  ±-\  1  1**— 1 

voice    of      du  -  ty     cheer  -  ing,  Drive  the 

 0  0  0  r#  1  1  1  

=t==fc     t   -f  : 

gloom    of     care      a  - 

f-p-=p— p— =t-] 

way,     Drive  the 

frg     p— p-i 
P-=-it= — fcr-4 

i 


gloom  of      care      a   -  way. 


Thus  in 


strains . 


I 


:--T~T 


* 


 |--~P  F  F  1  + 

EEEIEEEEEEEErEEi 


Thus    in    strains  of     live  -  ly       measure,  We  would 
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9E 


t=t= 


t: 


Lengthen 


out     each  hap  -  py 

-»- 

if  I, 


t=t—\ — U 


day.  Thus  in  strains 


still     with    joy     and      pleasure        Lengthen      out    each  hap  -  py  day. 


of    live  -  ly 


infill 

m  -m 

:  %~-t~\~t    t   %   t  ■ 

8   «-  f  -« 

We  would 

m'^^zi — = — 

still 

:  r-f>    «  *  0~0  - 

Thus     in     strains  of     live  -  ly 

measure,     We  would 

measure, 

with   joy  and 

:-|-  j  1      t  tr  -t-  t— 

pleasure, 

— * — * — a — a—  - 

i  s  s  n  -  -  r  t  ri-l  t  a  ■ 

^  1  1  1  1  

still   with  joy  and 

SEL_# — 0 — 0 — #  . 

pleasure,  Lengthen 

:  -pr-  fL--*.  : 

out  each  hap  -  py      day,     Lengthen    out  each  hap  -  py 

_L  J-Ji.            l  ft    ft    ^  _?L: 

day. 

— •  1  (  H— 

— p  1  1  

42 
1. 


CATCH   FOR  THREE  VOICES. 


Samuel  Webbe,  Prize,  1774. 


To  the  old, 


 Gh 


m 


i 


to  the  old, 


•# 


long 


life 


and  treas 


to 


the 


IE 


*+d-g#g-*  fH-J— T 


long       life   and      treasure,    To  the   young,   to   the    young   all  health, 


all  health  and 


^=EEEE^3EpE-j=*z|rt| 


3. 


"%E 


«=3 


4 


To  the  young  all 


health, 


all  health  and  pleas  -  ure,    To  the   fair,  their  face  with  e  • 


old 


long 


life 





and   treasure,  to  the  old 


long  life, 


7Jt;tt7 


t 

to  the    old   long  life  and 


—gzzz^E^BEEi^z^^^gEF^  ^fezE^z*=iE3EEj-4-2 


3t3C 


pleas  -  ure,  to  the  young  all   health  and  pleas    -  ure, 


to  the  young  all  health  and  pleasure, 


to  the  young 


ternal  grace,  And  the  rest  to  be  loved  at  lei 


at* 


sure, 


To  the 


fair,  i 


To  the 
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—® — 

treasure,  to 


mm 


-i — 


the  old, 

-0  • 


long 


life, 


long 


life 


-#7T 


all  health  to    the   young,  all  health  and 


pleas 


ure,    to     the    young  all 


and 


treasure. 

-  I 


health  and  pleasure. 


C  23  »  W 


— #- 


 ^-H^ 

.  1  1 — 

:|?zzi>zz*z: 


fair, 


to    the    fair,  their  face  with   e  -  ter  -  nal  grace,  And  the    rest     to     be    loved  at 


leisure. 


THE  MILL. 

Round  for  Three  Voices. 


0,  the 

.  _,_  ^   . 

pret      -      ty              lit      -  tie 

•  «       •       *  -4? 

L  @ 

mill .  it 

:  4  3    ^    *    P  ti 
 ^ — ^^j: 

goes      tic     a     tic,  a 

:Zp  ~  ps  I 

^  — 

tic,  a 
 1 

tic,             tac,             tic,  tac, 

— zjz — ziz  *».  fe.  P  |Z  ^ — 

i=e  -  ^ 

night  and 

:  t      >-        1  :E 

day. 

It  goes 

:       -jt    -j   "      *         H    1  ■ 

L  $,  &  ^  

tic,     a      tic,      a      tic,      a      tic,  a 

r*zj  i-i 

tic,     tac,    night  an 

— 
d 

day. 
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THE  LABORER'S  SONG. 


Words  by  W.  E.  Hickson. 


Music  by  A.  Makast. 


Let    none  but  these  who  live   in   vain  The 


 *  L_  U_IJ_  L_  ^>_X  ^     1  U 


useful     arts  of 


life      dis  -  dain ;  While  we      an   hon  -  est 


ing  gain,  Of     la  -  bor   we    will  not    complain.  Though  some  for  rich  -  es      daily  mourn,  As     if  their  lot  could 


r— I — r 


Bright  shines  the 


P    '  I       P     1       -  P  ^ 

not   be  borne,  With   honest    pride  from  them  we  turn ;  No    bread's  so  sweet    as     that  we  earn. 
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to 


cheer  the 

— — p-  


Of 


8* 

la  -  bor ;  Through  the  field  and    workshop    let  your     voi    -    ces        ring ; 


t=fct=E 


•  * 





:— ± 


-«» — « — p — i*- 

Night,  when  we've  done,  will  bring    a   friend  and 


neighbor    Who  will  join  the 


chorus ; 


±t=4 

joice  and  sing. 


With  food  by  our  own  hands  supplied 
We'll  be  content,  whate'er's  denied ; 
The  world  could  not  improve  the  store 
Of  him  who  feels  he  wants  no  more. 
Among  the  rich,  among  the  great, 
For  all  their  wealth,  and  all  their  state, 
There's  many  a  heart  not  half  so  free 
From  care,  as  humble  honesty. 
Bright  shines  the  sun,  &c. 


46 


GLEE,  FOR  THREE  VOICES. 


William  Lawes,  1699. 


a 


Gather  your  rosebuds  while     you     may ;  Old  Time    is  still 


flying, 


* 


And   that  same 

ESS 


Gather  your  rosebuds  while     you     may ;  Old  Time    is     still      a  Aymg,     And  that  same 

_U1 1  -trE-  J— IE 


i  u,  u,  r 


flower  that  smiles  to-day,   To-morrow     may  be     dying.      See  the  bright  lamp  of  heaven,  the      sun  !  The 


» — * — 


L  I  J  F 


t=P= 


flower  that  smiles  to-day,   To-morrow     may  be     dying.      See  the  bright  lamp  of  heaven,  the      sun !  The 


 L*»  1  1_. 


ft* 
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higher  he     is  getting, 


The  sooner   will  his  race  be     run,  And  nearer    he's   to  setting. 

— .  i«*  ,-H  


higher  he 

HES 


The  sooner  will  his  race  be     run,  And  nearer    he's   to  setting. 


is  getting, 


i 


;  J1 


COME,  LET  US  ALL  A  MAYING  GO. 

Round  for  Three  Voices. 


L 


J.  Hilton. 


 .  ^ —   0 —  __#  — 

*=*z^=:Er=EE=d==EzzE=zt:==^±£z=^£zE=± 


Come,  let    us     all  . 


May 


ing  go,    and    1   lightly,     and    lightly      trip  it    to      and  fro. 


—  ; :gj  *~  4>~-*'  ■»-->  :  *  :#....K.  zz^Izz!*t*3E 


The  bells  shall 


the  bells  shall  ring,  and  the    cuckoo,   the    cuckoo,  the 


cuckoo 


zt=zz|zzzz£z:tzj: 


drums 


shall  beat,  the 


fife  shall 


3zzjzz^zzCfczzz— zOzz^i-rpz:— ztz-| 

  *    -tf-  '  ->H-  o 


play,  for  'tis  now 


the 


month     of  May. 


HUMBLE  FARE. 

Words  by  W.  E.  Hickson. 


Music  by  Hook. 


fz^zzgzzzz^zz^i^ 

Here,     broth  -  ers,  here,  Here,     broth  -  ers,  here  Shall  joy      at  -  tend,  our 

Piano-Forte  or  Violoncello. 

*,zzzz:*— ^ — pzzz:^zzzgZ| 


nr-f  i- 

constant  guest,  Tho 

»rf  -<  * 

F^-fl/iJZiirEt  r  -Ji 

ugh  hum  -  ble  our         fare ;                 Spirits  and   wine,  and 

■  rp  •  m  w  i  r  i  J  1  :l   h=3 — ^: 

=t — * — r  f 

vi  -  ands  rare, 

d  _=£: 

 fe-l  i  1  r— 

1  iJ'LLi  1        '  4  «-   #-  '^H 

• 

E£  1  E  *  t  \  f  S  S  ■*  If  SiM  1  f 

:  *-Zf — t:: 

 #  -L 

ff=»-t=te 

£R  #  j  > — i  ^-+--1  1  j  H — 1 —  i  ^~ 

^ — ^ — * — ^  J — (  1  J-  ^ — U  J-^J  ^ — 1  

d —  s-f — H: 

Who  would  with  health  and  peace  compare  ?  The  crystal  stream  will  best     insure     The    head  that's  clear,  the 
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heart  that's  pure.      And  thus,  whate'er  kind  Heaven  has  sent,  Through  life  we'll  always    live  content,  Dis- 


SEE* 


H  f- 


r 


q — si-t-p — 53 — p 

■J=ZZ2Z±^  L_L 


=t=s 


J  i  i,  i.i3X3^i  p  ^  f  r; 


charge 


our 


du   -    ty,  Discharge  our 


du 


ty,    Nor  think    our    lot  is 


:*zrzj: 


5 


hard. 


ft 


A     life  well  spent  needs  no     reward,      A     life     well  spent  needs    no  reward. 


ir 

•-r 

*  — *   ) 

CATCH,  POR  THREE  VOICES. 


^3 


Quick,  a  -  rise; 


the  day 


breaking ; 


at* 


Quick,  a   -   rise ; 


the  day 


V.  Martini. 


 J — |  


O'er     the     hills     the     sun  doth 


=st± 


3 


3" 


© — 


3=3=3=$ 


O'er     the     hills     the      sun  doth 


■3=i- 


3 


No.    no,    no,    no : 


Why,  ah,  why  will  you    an    -    noy    me  1        No,  no,  no, 


peace  ;  I'd     rather  sleep ; 


Why,  ah,  why      will    you        annoy     me  1      Peace ;    I'd  rath 


— 0  |-j  — ..  -^H— - f— j — g  f-  j— T-9-*-j--  -H"  — :3 — i — , 

-tad  x-«  w   0   j  J--^  tad  x-#  K_0|_-^j-J  ^»  1 

now     their     mer  -  ry    mat  -  in     keep,     now    their      mer  -  ry    mat  -  in  keep. 

their  mer  -  ry   mat  -  in     keep,  their  mer  -  ry    mat  -  in  keep. 

Zt 


keep, 


— 

keep, 


-fe:=,Bzieq!y^:q===E: 


sleep,  I'd  rather  sleep, 


I'd  rather 


sleep, 


I'd 


rath 


er 


sleep. 


I 


HARK,  THE  LARK. 


w  •  *  i 

=£= 

mm 

songs  he  hails  the 
he  hs 

L_|  J 

dawn,  The 
uls  the  dawn ; 

sun      be  -  gins  to  gild  the 

sky,  And  gloomy 
.  fe. 

-fn- 

night 

is              gono ; 

LJ  

'  Il r  r  F 

And    gloomy  night  is        gone : 


1  1* — p  1 

-*-+-*+—r- 

q 

i  inllf  g  MS 

And 

now  the  flowers  and 

buds  appear  ;  With    varied    tints  they      greet       our  i 

  -1  i  

,yes :  And  now  the  flowers  appear ;  With 

— b — ! — 

_ps — sq  1  L  

H  1  

-    — — * — »-I-J-»-i»»  J^- 

-i 

 1  L  -L 

Now         flowers     ap      -      pear,  And  now  they  greet  our      eyes ;         Now  flowers  ap 
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va  -  ried  tints  they    greet     our  eyes.     A  -  wake,  and  lend  a     listening  ear,  And  with  the    sun    a   -    rise,  And 


pear, 


they     greet    our   eyes ; 


And  with    the  sun  a 


with   the    sun  a 


l^-xH  if- 

And  with  the   sun  a 


 £  h~ 


 ^. 


 ?  g?_ 

:^_p? — U-±-(z_ 


Awake,    and  lend  a 


fiiz-E*; 


listening   ear,  And 


zrfcrzttEgbl 
— ^ — — — 


rise, 


r-^— : 

— 

:#- 

:z^zvi'i 

with  the    sun  a 


— — -  " — i — — *#  •«  t      ^ — «  ga  .  n 


rise, 


rise,     And  with  the    sun  n 
 T* 


-|^_J  L*_ 


rise. 


54 


BLUE-EYED  MARY. 


1.  "  Come,  tell  me,  blue-eyed  stranger,  Say,  whither  dost  thou  roam,  O'er  this  wide  world  a  ranger  !  Hast  thou  no  friends  nor  home  ? " 

2.  "  Come  here ;  I'll  buy  thy  flowers,  And  ease  thy  hapless    lot ;   Still  wet  with  morning  showers, —  I'll  buy  1  forget-me-not ; '  " 


*»  •* 


i  i 


"  They  called  me  Blue-eyed  Mary,  When  friends  and  fortune  smiled  ;  But  ah,  how  fortunes  vary  !  I  now  am  sorrow's  child." 
"  Kind  sir,  then  take  these  posies  ;  They're  fading  like  my  youth  ;     But    never,  like  these  roses,  Shall  wither  Mary's  truth." 


Sift 


'P-P      -I*-  -fi1           H  .»  i    r»  hTh 
^-+0  --^-^--f -+r-  (-J  -TS^Sk 

i — i  hi — +-\  1 — |  h — h — I — H— +< — — i — - 

I — & — L-l  ^ 


Roll  on,  thou  temperance  river ; 

A  branch  we  are  of  thee ; 
Our  land  we  must  deliver; 

From  Bacchus  wash  her  free. 
Cold  water  is  our  motto, 

From  purest  fountain's  flow, 
Distilled  from  deepest  grottos, 

And  from  the  sparkling  snow. 


Boll  on,  thou  Temperance  Kiver. 
2. 

A  small  and  noiseless  streamlet, 
We're  winding  towards  that  shore 

Where  temperance's  sparkling  sea  yet 
Will  a  broad  ocean  roar. 

Cold  water,  &c. 


Come,  all  ye  smiling  beauties; 

Ye  matrons,  too,  appear; 
Come,  now  perforin  your  duties 

Come,  pledge  to  water  clear. 
Cold  water,  &c. 


ROUND,  FOR  THREE  VOICES. 


s 


Sweet  is 


._)  — ^  0  *  «  & — |— 
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3 


the    breath    of     morn  -  ing 


The 


*7 


lark 


is  sing 


ing, 


5= 


Sweet    is      the     breath    of     morn  -  ing: 


For  -  est      and  hill 


dorn  -  ing, 


Tho 


mer 


lark 


smg  -  mg, 


The 


sun 


his 


rays 


is      fling   -  ing, 


am 


-i — ^- 


And  through    the       woods  is 


3=H 


ring 


ing 


His     ear  -    ly        mat  -  in 


song. 


And  through      the  woods 


—  


ring 


While  fra  -  grant      flowers  are 


ing      His      ear  -  ly  mat 

p 


-<s>- 

in  song. 


izEzl 


2. 


3. 


spring 


-  mg 


The    ver  -  dant      fields  a 


mong. 


56  THE  SCHOLAR'S  LAMENT. 

A  scholar  speaks  or  sings  the  recitative  part  on  the  stage,  while  the  whole  school  will  join  in  chorus.   The  chorus  to  each  verse  is 
the  same,  commencing,  "  O,  dear." 


O,  dear,  what  can  the     matter     be  1  Dear,  dear,  what  can  the     matter     be  ?  Dear,  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be  1 


Sziz 


t=t=zt=t=t 


:*z=*zzfczfcz:*zz*: 


3=» 


 H 


9  Recitative. 

Parents  don't  vis  -  it    the     school :     They  vis  -  it   the    circus,  they    visit  their  neighbors,  They  visit  their  flocks,  and  the 

zjzz|qzr|zzizzpi 

9~9  *.  *.  919  X 


z:z£z£:Jzztz£ 


IzfzSzfzSzIz: 


a* — qz_qzzzpzz]zzzjz — i-X-*-»-f #—» — 

 X_l  L___fl — ^__L_^__^ — ^ — ^--^ — ^_X_^__^__^ — fa*— 


Jz:Jz:H-;5z:gz:«zf«x&E 


-a-  -H-  3- 


servant  who    la  -  bors,  They  vis  -  it    the     soldiers  with  murderous    sabres  :  Now,  why  don't  they  vis  -  it  -the    school  ? 

zt^MzzzJzzzpzzp: 


izizz*: 


:  •  » — 0 — » — » — »— f#— »— #— #--*-:»-lzizz:z:zJz:z(z:z]z:dziiJ2ii:j: 
±^ — ^ — ^ — ^ —  ^ — ^_x^__^__^__^__^__^_i  xt__cz_«: 
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2.      *  3. 
They  care  for  their  horses,  they  care  for  their  dollars,  We  know  we  from  hunger  and  cold  are  protected  ; 

They  care  for  their  ladies,  and  fancy  fine  collars ;  In  knowledge  and  virtue  our  minds  are  directed ; 

But  little,  we  think,  do  they  care  for  their  scholars,  But  still  we  do  think  we  are  sadly  neglected, 

Because  they  don't  visit  the  school.  Because  they  don't  visit  the  school. 

4. 

Now,  if  they  will  come,  they'll  find  all  in  their  places, 
With  nicely-combed  hair,  with  clean  hands  and  clean  faces, 
All  pleasant  and  happy,  with  nought  that  disgraces  : 

O,  why  don't  they  visit  the  school  1 

O,  deai%  &c. 


SWIFTLY  FLIES  OUR  TIME  AWAY. 


=j22I 


Swiftly  flies 


time 


way 


Youth,  im  -  prove  it  while 


eeeeeeeee 

yoi: 


may. 


72- 


— <s>- 


Swiftly,     swiftly  flies  our    time      a  -  way,    O      swiftly  ;  Youth   im  -  prove  the  moments  while  you 

CANON.- LET  YOUR  PLEASURE. 


mav. 


^-^-0—0—-,- 


3=t 


4  d 


FJ  J  3  JTj  J  JTr  f  j  JR J  j"  j" 


Let  your  pleasure  wait  your  leisur< 


But  your  work  do    not    de  -  lay  ;     Let  your  pleasure  wait  your  leisure, 


0—9 


Let  your  pleasure  wait  your  leisure,  But  your  work  do  not  de  -  lay. 


SHIP  AHOY. 


-i  k— j  1 
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answering  back 
round  on  deck 


we 
we 


faintly 
gayly 


hear,  "  Ship  '  a  -  hoy  !  ship  ahoy  !  what  cheer  1  what  cheer  ?  "  Now,  sails  a 
fly;    "Land  a  -  head!  land  ahead!"  with  joy   we    cry;  Yon  bea-con 


 1  ^-r-P- 


EEEE 


1  * .  > 


back,  we 
light   di  - 


przpztz=t£z: F=t=t: 

Lrfl  1  U4»  L_l  Ltf  I  L*_ 


igE^EEgE^EEgE^EgE^ 


nearer  come  ;  Kind  words  are  said 
rects  our   way,  While  grate  -  ful  vows 


of  friends  and  home;  But  soon,  too  soon,  we  part 
to    Heaven  we      pay ;   And    soon  our    long  -  lost  joys 


in  pain,  To 
re  -  new,  And 


Err 1~  t 


|  -i 


EEEE 
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sail  o'er  si  -  lent  seas  a  -  gain,  To  sail  o'er  si  -  lent  seas  a  -  gain, 
bid       the       boisterous        main      a  -  dieu,     And       bid       the      boisterous        main       a  -  dieu. 
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& -<a  m  


£ee£e£ 


Ei 


:fE= 


S 


I 


CANADIAN  BOAT  SONG. 


H  

fh- 1 

q  *   S#  * — 3-F 

1.  Faintly      as     tolls  the 

2.  Why  should  we     yet    our  s 
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svening     chime,  Our     voi  -  ces     keep  tune   and     our    oars   keep    time,  Our 
ail     un  -  furl  i  There   is      not      a    breath  the    blue  wave    to      curl,  There 
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ces    keep     tune     and     our  oars 
not       a     breath   the     blue   wave  to 


time; 
curl; 
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Soon  as  the  woods  on  shore-  look  dim,  We'll 
But  when  the    wind   blows    off      the  shore,  0, 
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cheer  -  ful 
sweet  -  ly 


ly  -sing  our  part  -  ing  hymn, 
we'll    rest     our     wea  -  ry  oar. 


Eow,     brothers,      row ;    the   stream  runs  fast, 
Blow,     breezes,      blow ;    the    stream  runs  fast, 
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rap  -  ids  are  near,  and  the  daylight's  past,  The  rap  -  ids  are  near,  and  the  day  -  light's  past, 
rap  -  ids,  &c. 
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FATHER,  WE  THANK  THEE. 
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Fa  -  ther,  we    thank   thee ;    These    are    thy     mer  -  cies,      And     thus   thy     goodness  pro 
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longs        our         days ; 


All  -  bounteous     Fa  -  ther,     thy     name  we 


praise. 
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THE  FARMER'S  BOY. 


1 — ^rf 


1.  The  sun  had  sunk  behind  the  hill,  Across  yon  dreary  moor,  When,  wet  and  cold,  there  came  a  boy  Up  to  the  farmer's 
2.  "  My  father's  dead  ;  my  mother's  left  With  four  poor  children  small,  And  what  is  worse  for  my  mother  still,  I'm  the  eldest  of  them 
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door.  "  Can  you  tell  me,"  said  he,    "if     a  -  ny  there  be,  Who  would  like  to  give  em  -  ploy,    For  to  plough  and  to  sow,  to 
all ;  But  though  little,  I'll  work    as  hard  as     I     can,      If  I  can  get  em  -  ploy,    For  to  plough,  &c. 
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reap  and  to  mow,  To  be  a  fanner's     boy,    For  to  be 
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 iL^-^I^X. 

a  farmer's  boy. 


3. 


But  if  no  boy  you  chance  to  want, 

One  favor  I've  to  ask  — 
To  shelter  me  till  dawn  of  day 

From  the  cold  and  wintry  blast ; 
And  at  break  of  day  I  will  trudge  away, 

Elsewhere  to  seek  employ, 
For  to  plough,"  &c. 
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4. 

The  farmer's  wife  cries,  Try  the  lad ; 

Let  him  no  further  seek ; 
O,  do,  papa !  the  daughter  cries, 

While  tears  run  down  her  cheek; 
For  those  that  will  work,  'tis  hard  to  want, 

Or  to  wander  for  employ, 
For  to  plough  and  to  sow,  &c. 


The  farmer's  boy  he  grew  a  man; 

The  good  old  farmer  died ; 
He  left  the  lad  with  all  he  had, 

And  his  daughter  for  his  bride. 
The  boy  that  was,  now  a  farmer  is, 

And  he  thinks  and  smiles  with  joy, 
On  the  break  of  day  when  he  passed  that  way, 

To  be  a  farmer's  boy,  for  to  be  a  farmer's  boy. 


THE  COTTAGER'S 


SONG. 


D.  C. 
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I    (  In  the  cottage  near  the  wood,  Health  and  happiness  combine, 
(  Me  to  bless  with  every  good  That  can  render  life  divine. 
Thus  contented  with  my  lot,  Happy  in     my  humble  cot. 
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Though  but  lowly  be  my  state,  I'll  not  envy  all  the  great 


2. 

There,  beneath  my  humble  cot, 

Tranquil  peace  and  pleasure  dwell ; 
Sweet  contentment  still  my  lot, 

Smiling  joy  can  grace  a  cell. 
Nature's  wants  are  all  supplied, 

Food  and  raiment,  house  and  fire ; 
Wealth  may  swell  in  courts  of  pride  ; 

This  is  all  that  I  desire. 
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Allegro.  Solo 


WE  ROAM  THROUGH  FOREST  SHADES. 

Arranged  from  the  German. 
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1.  We    roam  through  for  -  est 


shades,        We    clam  -  ber     o'er     the    mount,   We    come  through  summer 
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Chorus. 


glades, 


To     rest      beside     the  fount. 


Boldly     we     roam  all  day    the        moun  - 


tain ; 


SCHOOL  SONGS 


G5 


r 


i 


Fearless     we       wander    where  the     gla   -   ciers       shine ;      Joy  -  ous      at      eve   we   seek  the        foun  - 


HE 
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tain, 


Maids  of    the    val  -  ley,  there  with    you  to 


cline. 
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The  rays  of  sunset  gild 

The  lakelet's  glassy  breast ; 
The  purple  air  is  stilled  ; 

All  things  invite  to  rest. 

Chorus. —  Boldly,  &c. 
On  glancing,  gorgeous  wings, 

The  swallows  sweeping  glide ; 
Each  bright  bird  sweetly  sings 

His  gentle  eventide. 

Chorus.  —  Boldly,  &c. 
All  day  upon  the  hills 

We've  chased  the  chamois  far  ; 
But  deeper  joy  now  thrills 

Beneath  the  evening  star. 

Chorus.  —  Boldly,  &c. 
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LAND  OF  OUR  FATHERS. 


Allegro 


Webbe. 


1.  Land   of    our     Fathers!  Where-so  -  e'er    we  roam, 

2.  Though  oth-er    climes  may  brighter  hopes  ful  -  fil, 


Land  of  our  birth !  to  us  thou  still  art  home ; 
Land   of    our    birth!  we    ev  -  er    love   thee  still. 


Peace  and  pros -per  -  i  -  ty    on    thy    sons  at   -    tend;      Down  to    pos  -  ter  -  i  -  ty  their    influence  descends: 


Heaven  shield  our  happy  home  from  each  hostile  band 


_£2_ 


Freedom    and    plenty      ev  -  er   crown  our  native  land 


7BSL 


All  then  in  -  vit  -  ing,  hearts  and  voices  join  -  ing,  Sing  we  in  har  -  mo  -  ny  our  na  -  tive  land,  Our 
All   then,  &c. 
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na  -  tire    land,      our     na  -  tire   land,  our     na  -  tive      land,       our       na  -  tive  land. 
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THE  LAST  ROSE  OF  SUMMER. 

Fine. 


Tis  the  last  rose  of  summer,  Left  blooming  a -lone: 
All  her  lovely  companions  Are  faded  and  gone ; 
To  re  -  fleet  back  her  blushes,   Or     give  sigh  for  sigh. 


No   flower  of  her  kindred,  No 


I'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one, 

To  pine  on  the  stem  ; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping, 

Go.  sleep  thou  with  them ; 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed, 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 


3. 

So  soon  may  I  follow, 

When  friendships  decay, 
And  from  love's  shining  circle 

The  gems  drop  away. 
When  true  hearts  lie  withered, 

And  fond  ones  are  flown, 
O,  who  would  inhabit 

This  bleak  world  alone  ? 


68  TRIO- CALL  OP  THE  BELL. 

Andantino. 
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1.  Hark!  the  deep-toned 
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bell     is      call  -  ing !  Come !  0, 

Q  1  1  1— 

come ! 

— 0— — H  —  J- 

Weary    ones,  where- 
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Hark  !  the  deep-toned     bell     is     call  -  ing  ! 
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Come !  0, 
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come ! 
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e'er  you  wan  -  der, 

Hith     -  er 

come ! 

— 1  £ — #  !— 

Louder    now,  and 

loud  -  er  pealing, 

On  the  heart  that 

Weary    ones,  wher 
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e'er    you  wan  -  der, 
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loud  -  er  pealing, 
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voice     is      steal  -  ing,    Come,  nor     Ion  -  ger  roam; 


Come,  nor      Ion  -  ger  roam. 
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On     the    heart    that    voice     is      steal  -  ing,    Come,    come,        come,    nor      long  -  er 
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2. 

Now  again  its  tones  are  pealing, 

Come,  O,  come! 
In  the  sacred  temple  kneeling, 

Seek  thy  home ! 
Come,  and  round  the  altar  bending, 
Love  the  place  where  God,  descending, 

Calls  the  spirit  home. 


3. 

Still  the  echoed  voice  is  ringing, 

Come,  O,  come ! 
Every  heart  pure  incense  bringing, 

Hither  come ! 
Father,  round  thy  footstool  bending, 
May  our  souls,  to  heaven  ascending, 

Find  in  thee  their  home. 
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THE  GOLDEN  RULE. 
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1.  To      do    to    oth-ers     as      I  would  That  they  should  do  to 

2.  I     know   I  should  not  steal,  or    use  The   smallest  thing  I 


Will  make  me  honest, 
Which  I   should  never 


kind,  and  good,  As 
like   to    lose,  If 
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nev  -  er  should  he  -  have  a  -  miss,  nor  need  be  doubtful 
oth  -  ers  should  I     treat  with  spite,  Or   strike  an  angry 


we  may 
cause  I 


we  are  right  or 
they  should  treat  me 

r.  I  U  r 
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wrong, 
so. 


But  any  kindness  they  may  need 

I'll  do,  whate'er  it  be  ; 
As  I  am  very  glad  indeed 

When  they  are  kind  to  me. 
Then  let  me  ne'er  at  home  or  school, 

In  action  or  in  word, 
Appear  not  to  have  learned  this  rule 

Of  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 


HARK,  HARK,  WHAT  IS  THAT  MUSIC  I  HEAR. 
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Hark !     hark !      what  is     that    mu  -  sic     I      hear  1      Full,       sweet,  'tis    re  -  sounding ;  0,    hear !    hear ! 
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Hark 


hark! 
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what  is     that    mu  -  sic 


hear  1      Full,       sweet,  'tis    re  -  sounding ;  O,    hear !    hear ! 
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Echoes,    light    echoes    from    hill  side    are    bounding.     Tral  la  la  la  la  la      la    la    la      la   la  la 
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Echoes,    light     echoes    from    hill  side    are    bounding.     Tral  la  la  la 
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Words  et  Miss  L.  Hablow. 
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1.  We  have  come  to  our  school  room,  We  have  come  to  our  school  room,  We  have  come  to  our  school  room,  With  spirits  light  anc 
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gay  ;  And  in  search  of  knowledge,  And  in  search  of  knowledge,  And  in  search  of  knowledge,  We  will  pass  our  time  a  -  way. 
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2. 

|| :  We  are  an  association, :  || 

Convened  for  learning's  sake ; 
For  without  an  education 
We  can  fill  no  useful  station 
'Mid  the  rising  generation 
In  the  old  Bay  State. 
3. 

|| :  Try  again  is  our  motto, :  || 
If  in  our  tasks  we  fail ; 

|| :  For  we  know  that  perseverance  : 
Will  o'er  obstacles  prevail. 


4. 

Now  the  air  around  is  ringing 
With  our  wild  and  joyous  singing, 
And  the  echoes  back  are  bringing 

Our  notes  of  merry  glee. 
:  We  are  all  the  village  pupils, :  || 
And  our  several  names  are  these : 
5. 

Harriet,  Mary,  Ann,  Joanna, 
Lizzy,  Phebe,  Georgianna, 
Mira,  Sarah,  Caro,  Hannah, 

And  Pamelia  are  our  names  ; 
:  We're  a  band  of  sisters, :  || 

And  may  we  thus  remain. 


Herbert,  Joseph,  Lucius,  William, 
Caleb,  John,  George,  and  Clinton, 
Benja,  Foster,  Charles,  and  Calvin, 

And  Nathaniel  are  our  names  ; 
:  We're  a  band  of  brothers, :  || 
And  in  union  may  we  live. 
7. 

Now,  three  cheers  altogether, 
Shout  for  common  schools  forever, 
Shout  for  blessings  on  the  giver, 

Till  we  make  the  air  resound ; 
And  for  those  who  labor  for  us, 
And  whose  guardian  care  is  o'er  us, 
We  will  swell  the  grateful  chorus 

Till  the  echoes  back  rebound. 


THE  CRYSTAL  SPRING. 
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Give  me    a  draught  from  the    crystal  spring  When  the  burning    sun    is     high  ;  Where  the  rocks  and  the  woods  their 
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shadows    fling,  And  the    pearls  and  the  pebbles 


lie,      And     the     pearls  and  the  pebbles 


lie. 
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2. 


Give  me  a  draught  from  the  crystal  spring 

When  the  cooling  breezes  blow ; 
When  the  leaves  of  the  trees  are  withering 

From  the  frost,  or  the  fleecy  snow. 
3. 

Give  me  a  draught  from  the  crystal  spring 

When  the  wintry  winds'  are  gone ; 
When  the  flowers  are  in  bloom,  and  the  echoes  ring 

From  the  woods,  o'er  the  verdant  lawn. 


Give  me  a  draught  from  the  crystal  spring 

When  the  ripening  fruits  appear ; 
When  the  reapers  the  song  of  harvest  sing, 

And  plenty  has  crowned  the  year. 
5. 

Give  me  a  draught  of  the  crystal  spring, 

And  the  same  from  day  to  day  ; 
But  if  aught  from  the  worm  of  the  still  you  bring, 

I  will  pour  every  drop  away. 
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WITHIN  THE  SHADY  VALLEY. 


Allegro. 


3: 


Sir 


1.  With.  -  in    the     shady       valley,  Where  ear  -  ly    vio  -  lets      grow,     Where  late  the  sunbeams      tarry,  And 
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Fine.  Duet. 
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sweetest     ro  -  ses 


glow,         Here     do    we  bloom  like   flowerets  fair,  And    quaff,  like  them,  the    morning  air. 
Fine.  D.  C. 
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2. 

Where  bright  the  brooklet  bubbles, 

Where  sips  the  little  bird, 
Where,  over  sand  and  pebbles 
The  murmuring  stream  is  heard, 
Do  we  too  seek,  through  moss  and  sand, 
To  quench  our  thirst  with  eager  hand. 


3. 

Within  this  pretty  bower, 

Where  many  songsters  sing, 
Where,  at  the  moonlight  hour, 
So  sweet  their  carols  ring, 
Do  we  with  them  our  hearts  unite, 
And  sing  our  hymns  of  praise  by  night. 


All  is  with  beauty  beaming, 

The  vale,  the  brook,  the  grove, 
The  hill  in  sunlight  gleaming, 
The  deep  blue  sky  we  love ; 
For  all,  by  our  fond  Father's  hand, 
Were  placed  within  our  pleasant  land. 


GO,  FORGET  ME,  WHY  SHOULD  SORROW. 
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,    il  Affet. 
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1.  Go,  forget    me;  why  should  sorrow    O'er  that  brow  a 


shadow  fling 


Go,     forget      me ;  and    to  -  mor  -  row 
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Brightly  smile  and  sweetly  sing. 
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Smile  though  I  may   not  be 
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near  thee  ;  Smile  though  I  should  nev  -  er    see  thee  ; 
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May  thy 


soul  with    pleasure  shine,      Lasting      as     the  gloom  of  mine. 


Like  the  sun,  thy  presence,  glowing, 

Clothes  the  meanest  thing  in  light ; 
And  when  thou,  like  him,  art  going, 

Loveliest  objects  fade  in  night ; 
All  things  looked  so  bright  about  thee, 
That  they  nothing  seem  without  thee  ; 

By  that  pure  and  lucid  mind 

Early  visions  are  refined. 
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CHEER  UP,  MY  SCHOOLMATES  DEAR. 


Solo.   1st  Voice. 


3d  Voice. 

0  m  


I 


1.  O,  what  can  make  this  glorious  land  The  land  of  peace  and  beauty  ?  'Tis  freedom's  children  well  attuned  To  sing  the  song  of  liberty. 


Chorus. 
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Then  cheer  up,  my  schoolmates  dear,  Put  forth  your  utmost  powers ;  Then  cheer  up,  my  schoolmates  dear,  Fair  freedom  will  be  ours. 
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1st  Voice.  O,  what  can  make  New  England's  sons 
The  rightful  heirs  of  freedom  1 

2d  Voice.  'Tis  science'  altars,  glowing  ones, 
Lit  up  by  truth  and  purity. 
Chorus.  Then  cheer  up,  &c. 


1st  Voice.  O,  what  can  make  our  native  state 

The  state  where  virtue  loves  to  dwell  ? 
2c?  Voice.  'Tis  freedom's  children,  taught  to  hate 
'he  ways  the  wicked  love  so  well. 
Then  cheer  up,  &c. 


1st  Voice.  O,  what  can  make  our  native  town 

Do  honor  to  our  sires  ? 
2c?  Voice.  Those  holy  fires,  which  on  them  shone, 

Reflected,  still  be  ours. 
Then  cheer  up,  &c. 

5. 

1st  Voice.  O,  what  can  make  this  treasured  spot 

The  place  where  all  the  virtues  dwell  1 

2d  Voice.  'Tis  each  with  each  to  take  our  lot, 
And  practise  all  the  virtues  well. 
Then  cheer  up,  &c. 


1st  Voice.  Then  let  us  all  in  concert  join, 
To  swell  the  song  of  liberty ; 

2c?  Voice.  Yes,  let  us  all  the  sound  prolong, 
And  echo  back  its  melody. 
Then  cheer  up,  &c. 


SPARKLING  AND  BRIGHT. 


77 


■MZ 

1.  Sparkling  and    bright,  in     its        li  -  quid     light,  Is    the      wa  -  ter        in  our 


t: 


lis 


glass 
Chorus. 


i 


3fe« 


'Twill 


3 

IX 


give  you  health,  'twill     give  you  wealth,  Ye        lads  and    ro  -  sy 


it; 

-  es. 


0,       then  re  -  sign  the 


ruby  wine,  each  smiling  son  and    daugh  -  ter  ;  There's  nothing  so  good  for  the  youthful  blood,  Or  sweet,  as  the  sparkling  water. 


2. 

Better  than  gold  is  the  water  cold, 
From  the  crystal  fountains  flowing, 

A  calm  delight,  both  day  and  night, 
To  happy  homes  bestowing. 

3. 

Sorrow  has  fled  from  the  heart  that  bled 
Of  the  weeping  wife  and  mother  ; 

They've  given  up  the  poisoned  cup, 
Son,  husband,  daughter,  brother. 


78 


GO  TO  THY  REST. 


1.  Go  to  thy   rest,  my  child,    Go    to  thy  dreamless 

2.  Before  thy  heart  might  learn  In    waywardness  to 

3.  Because  thy  smile  was  fair,     Thy  lips  and  eyes  so 

t 


bed,  Gentle  and 
stray,  Before  thy 
bright,  Because  thy 


f 


undefiled,       With  blessings  on     thy  head ; 
feet  could  turn  The  dark  and  downward  way, 
cradle  care     Was  such  a    fond    de  -  light, 


U  \*  J- 
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Fresh  roses  in  thy  hand,  Buds  on  thy  pillow  laid, 
Ere  sin  might  wound  thy  heart,  Or  sorrow  wake  the  tear, 
Shall  love,  with  weak  embrace,  Thy  heavenward  flight  detain  1 


Haste  from  this  fearful  land,  Where  flowers  so  quickly  fade. 
Rise  to  thy   home  of  rest      In   yon  ce  -  les  -  tial  sphere. 
No ;  angel,    seek  thy  place      A  -  mid  yon    cherub  train. 


i 


1. 

Far,  far  o'er  hill  and  dell, 
On  the  winds  stealing ; 
List  to  the  tolling  bell, 
Mournfully  pealing. 
Hark  !  hark  !  it  seems  to  say, 
As  melt  the  sounds  away, 
So  earth's  best  joys  decay, 
Whilst  new  their  feeling. 


Tar,  far  o'er  Hill  and  Dell. 

2. 

Now,  through  the  charmed  air 

Slowly  ascending, 
List  to  the  mourner's  prayer, 

Solemnly  bending. 
Hark  !  hark  !  it  seems  to  say, 
Turn^from  those  joys  away, 
To  those  which  ne'er  decay, 

For  life  is  ending. 


3. 

Here  o'er  a  father's  tomb 

See  the  orphan  bending, 
And  from  the  churchyard's  gloom 

Hear  the  dirge  ascending. 
Hark  !  hark  !  it  seems  to  say, 
How  short  ambition's  sway, 
Life's  joys  and  friendship's  ray, 
In  the  grave  ending. 


THE  TEMPERANCE  WAR  SONG. 
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ho!  the  cry  wakes  the  land!  E  -  leu-re-lu,  E  -  leu 
now,  with  pledge  in    the  hand  !  E  -  len  -  re  -  lu,  &c. 


re  -  lu,  Ye    temperance  men    y'ho ; 


m 


From  your  tongues  an  answer  fling ;  Bid  the  thundering  echoes  ring 
How  we  hail  th'  in  -  sidious  foe !  Shout,  and  let  the  dealer  know 


What  ho  !  what  ho !  ye  threateners,  declare ! 

Eleurelu,  eleureiu,  ye  temperance  men  y'ho. 

A  threat  or  a  curse,  what  think  you  we  care  ? 

Eleurelu,  eleurelu,  ye  temperance  men  y'ho. 
Here  our  floating  banners  view, 
To  total  abstinence  ever  true ; 

Eleurelu,  &c. 


Soon  shall  ye,  vain  boasters,  see 
How  we  treat  an  enemy. 
Eleurelu,  &c. 


;  E  -  leu-re  -  lu,  E  -  leu-re  -  lu,  Ye  temperance  men  y'ho  ; 
;  E  -  leu-re  -  lu,  &c. 

3. 

What  ho !  what  ho !  the  shout  of  joy  resounds  ! 
Eleurelu,  eleurelu,  ye  temperance  men  y'ho. 
The  foe,  alcohol,  to  the  water  he  bounds ! 
Eleurelu,  eleurelu,  ye  temperance  men  y'ho. 

Scarcely  forth  the  liquid  flies, 

Ere  the  trembling  monster  dies  ! 
Eleurelu,  &c. 

Gallant  comrades,  join  with  me 

In  the  shout  of  victory  ! 
Eleurelu,  &c. 


ROUND.— COLD  WATER 

3 


We  love  cold    wa  -  ter,       We  love  cold    wa  -  ter,       We  love  cold  water,  and  we'll   drink  it   all  our  days. 


THE  HARVARD  SCHOOL. 


Duct. 


Words  by  P.  H.  Sweetser, 
Principal  of  the  Harvard  School,  Charlcstown. 


We 


greet  with  joy  this 
Chorus 


happy  day,  And  we  will  drive  dull  care  away 


Hearts  full  of  cheer, We'll  never  fear, While  we  in  wisdom's 


ways  appear 


Then  shout  aloud ! 
2. 

O,  we  will  love  (our  happy*)  school, 
And  never  play  the  "  idle  fool ; " 
United  all  in  heart  and  hand, 
O,  are  we  not  a  happy  band  ? 

Chorus.  —  Then  shout,  &c. 
3. 

From  morn  to  noon,  from  noon  to  night, 
Let  peace  and  love  our  hearts  unite ; 
And  when  our  daily  task  is  o'er. 


We  sing  the  song  we  sung  before. 

Chorus.  —  Then  shout,  &c. 


shout  aloud !       shout  aloud  !     Swell  the  chorus  !    Happy  days  are  yet  before  us. 

4. 

We  bless  the  land  that  gave  us  birth, 
The  dearest  spot  of  all  the  earth  ; 
New  England  is  our  glorious  home, 
And  we  will  never  wish  to  roam. 

Chorus.  —  Then  shout,  &c. 
5. 

Here  Freedom's  star  is  rising  high  ; 
It  shines  in  splendor  from  the  sky ; 
Its  beams  shall  light  the  bondman's  cot, 
And  pierce  the  darkness  of  his  lot. 


Chorus.  —  Then  shout,  &c. 


Here  science  fair  and  learning  bright 
Shall  shed  a  pure  and  holy  light ; 
And  knowledge,  truth,  and  liberty, 
Our  watchwords  evermore  shall  be. 
Chorus.  —  Then  shout,  &c. 
*  Instead  of  these  words  may  be  inserted  the  name  of  the  school. 


LOVELY  SONG. 


Words  by  A.  Fitz. 
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1.  Come,  bless  this  evening's  closing  hour,  Lovely  song;    At  -  tune  our  hearts  to  sing  thy  power,  Lovely  song ;  Now 


MtZJt. 


bless  our  weary      soul;  Sweetly,  by  thy  soothing     power,  Brighten  every    gloomy   hour    "With  soft    con  -  trol. 


^nrt :  ir.  e  c  S-Lfl-flie  e  nnn^ 
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2. 

Here's  nought  to  mar  our  pleasures, 

Lovely  song ; 
We'll  yield  thee  richest  treasures, 

Lovely  song ; 
Now  pour  thy  sweetest  lay, 
Stirring  all  our  hearts  to  gladness, 
Driving  care  and  gloomy  sadness 

Far  away. 

6 


This  evening's  sun's  declining  rays, 

Lovely  song, 
Shall  witness  thy  reviving  lays, 

Lovely  song ; 
Soon  we  shall  leave  this  place 
For  our  homes  and  happy  firesides, 
And  for  sleep,  that  gently  glides 

O'er  all  our  race. 


May  morning  wake  thy  slumbers, 

Lovely  song ; 
And  may  to-morrow's  numbers, 

Lovely  song, 
Be  like  the  siren's  strain, 
Gently  soothing  all  our  troubles, 
Guiding  us  beyond  life's  bubbles 

Pure  bliss  to  gain. 


82  THE  SCHOOLBOY'S  CAROL. 


1.  Come  now,  my   mer  -  ry,      happy    boy,     hap  -  py     boy,  Take  thy  books  and     leave     thy     play,  And 


*  if  1  t? 

ff 

*          PP  Echo.  # 
►t-H  I^T- 1  
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to      the    school  room  hie    a  -  way.     Who  so    hap  -  py,  who    so    free !  Hnr  -  rah  !      Hur  -  rah !        Hur  -  rah  ! 


tr  Echo,  ff  V  Response.  ^5  l«ast  time. 

hur  -  rah !  (        Come,  let  us  sing ;  List   to    the  song,  Marked  with  gay  -  est       measure.       La  la  la  la  la. 
1        Come,  let  us  sing ;  List   to    the  song,     Yielding    sweet  -  est  pleasure, 
j  pp   La     la    la,  &c. 
'  ppp  La     la    la,  &c. 
Echo. 

2. 

Though  howling  winds  and  tempests  come, 

The  schoolboy's  courage  never  fails  ; 

For  ardent  hopes  and  favgring  gales, 
All  propelling,  urge  him  on. 
Hurrah,  &c. 


3. 

O,  come  then  to  the  schoolboy's  home, 
Where  science'  votaries  ever  dwell ; 
Let  love  and  truth  the  chorus  swell, 

For  the  joyous  and  the  free. 
Hurrah,  &c. 


EVENING  SONG. 

1  s  ^ — 2 — -sPine, 


Words  by  A.  Fitz. 
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j  Lightly  be  our    evening  song  As     we     re  -  tire ; 

|  Sweetly  now  the  strain  prolong  With  holy     fire.  Hark !  then  hush  the  parting  sigh  ;  Gently  lay  thy 

2" 


labors    by,  thy 


m 


D.  C. 


la  -  bors  by, 
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Pray  for  peace  to  dwell  with  thee 

While  nature  sleeps  ; 
May  thy  slumbers  ever  be 

Like  balmy  sweets ; 
He  who  has  a  watchful  eye 
Guards  thee  with  his  angels  nigh. 


3. 

Thus  may  his  almighty  hand, 

Whose  power  defends, 
Lead  us  to  that  better  land 

Where  sorrow  ends ; 
Thus  may  hope,  our  guiding  star, 
Point  us  to  that  world  afar. 


4— Ui- 


31 


LOST  TIME. 


Lost   time    is      nev  -  er   found     a  -  gain,       Lost  time 


nev 


found 


gain. 


84  THE  KIND  SHEPHERD. 

From  the  German. 


qui  •  et    mu  -  sic        made ; 
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o'er  his     low  - 
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roof  it  spread  A       shelter    and  a 
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shade. 
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But,  rushing  from  the  wintry  hills 

Of  ice  and  melting  snow, 
A  raging  torrent  tore  the  bank, 

And  laid  the  linden  low. 

4. 

Soon  as  the  angry  flood  retired, 
Poor  Colin  sought  the  place, 

And  raised  and  stayed  the  linden  there 
With  many  a  thong  and  brace. 


While  thus  he  toiled,  a  beauteous  face 
Beamed  on  him  from  the  tree ; 

A  voice  cried,  l:  Thou  hast  saved  my  life ; 
What  can  I  do  for  thee  1  " 
6. 

"  Kind  angel,  I  have  nought  to  ask  ; 

Heaven  sends  me  all  I  need ; 
But  Damon,  good  and  kind,  is  ill ; 

Grant  him  thy  healing  aid." 


The  wish  was  granted  ;  Damon  soon 
Was  cheerful,  bright,  and  sound  ; 

And  Colin  in  his  neighbor's  good 
His  own  enjoyment  found. 

Sing  the  last  verse  twice. 


DUET,  FOR,  AN  EXHIBITION  AT  A  FEMALE  SCHOOL. 

From  Kingsley's  Social  Choir.  Words  by  I.  C.  Pray,  Jr. 

^Aadantino.  m 


1.  Mark 

2.  Then, 


ntino.  .   


O,  mark,  sweet  friends,  the  morning ;  See  how  fair  the 
ah,    then,  the      night  ad   -   vancing,  With    its    shades  will 


sun  now 
dark  -  en 


shines 
all; 


How 
No 


!).b  g 


bri< 


;ht  each 
e  will 


a 
be 


light 
3. 

Thus,  0,  thus  the  sun  of  learning 

Will  for  us  its  beams  display, 
And  cheer  our  minds,  our  footsteps  turning 

Into  its  steep  but  flowery  way. 


doming,  Will  seem  un  -  til  each  ray  de  -  clines. 
glancing,     Ex-cept    from    stars   in    night's   dark  pall. 

4. 

Still,  O,  still,  as  time  is  flying, 

Death,  like  night,  will  shade  our  eyes ; 

But  thoughts,  like  stars,  when  we  are  dying, 
Shall  cheer  us,  as  to  heaven  we  rise. 


ZEPHYR  OF  NIGHTFALL. 
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1.  Lo!  while  the     zephyr      of      nightfall     Balra-i  -  ly    wanders     a   -  round, 

2.  Heard  ye  the     voices      of       nature,      From  the  green  meadows  that     come  1 

3.  Neighbors    a    welcome  now     give  us ;      Day  and   its      labors     are      done ; 


Bells  from  yon  village  are 
Voices  that  sing  at  the 
Gayly     the    joy  bells  in 


h  U  .  t: 


I  I 

chim  -  ing,     Sweetly,  how   sweetly    they     sound ! 
twi  -  light,   Pleasant  -  ly    calling      us"  home, 
vite     ns,      Pealing    at    set    of    the  sun. 


Dear  is  your  music, 
Dear  is  this  music, 
Dear  is    your  music, 


ye      clear    ring  -  ing  bells, 
from  moun  -  tain      and  dell, 
ye      clear    ring  -  ing  bells, 


Dear  is  your  music,  ye  clear  ringing  bells;  Passion  to  quiet  pro  -  found 
Dear  is  your  music,  from  mountain  and  dell ;  Hearts  that  could  restlessly  roam 
Dear  is  your  music,    ye     clear  ringing    bells ;  Love  by  your  magic    is  won, 


Sinks  at  your  soothing  spell. 
Yield  to  their  mag  -  ic  spell. 
Bound  by  your  soothing  spell. 
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SONG  OF  THE  REAPERS. 
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l.  The     sickle'9  edge   is      sharpened;  The    reaping   men  are  come,         So    gay  and  frol  -  ic  -  some;  The 

lfy.^lJ;JrJ,J^p 


morning  birds  are  waking;  The  yellow  ears  are  shaking  ;  For  now  is  the  harvest  time,  Now,  now  is  the  harvest  time. 
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2. 

Up,  while  the  morning  breezes 
So  fresh  around  us  blow  ; 
To  the  fields  away  we'll  go ; 

The  lark  is  homeward  springing  ; 

Our  merry  songs  are  ringing ; 

For  now  is  the  harvest  time, 

Now,  now  is  the  harvest  time. 


We'll  work  till  evening's  glimmer 
Shall  on  the  steeple  play  ; 
And  then  the  moonlight  ray 
Our  homeward  path  shall  lighten, 
And  round  our  garners  brighten  ; 
For  now  is  the  harvest  time, 
Now,  now  is  the  harvest  time. 


THE  LITTLE  CHURCH. 


From  tiif.  Qirk  ur. 


1.  O,      see    how    pleasant,      fair,    and  bright,  Our     lit  -  tie    church  is      showing,     While,  gild  -  cd     by  the 


•  .3. 

Then,  when  the  organ  lifts  its  voice 

In  sounds  so  sweetly  given, 
And  when  its  tones  press  through  the  heart, 

And  open  it  to  heaven,  — 
Then  may  the  heart,  thus  open  laid, 
Hear  more  than  organ  ever  said. 


such     a  church  is  elsewhere  found. 


2. 

No  costly  arts  our  church  array, 
That  bride  so  meek  and  lowly ; 

But  there,  each  welcome  Sabbath  day, 
The  very  air  is  holy  ; 

And  there  the  pastor  leads  his  flock 

To  water  from  the  living  rock. 


THE  MOUNTAIN  HERDBOY.  89 

From  the  German. 
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tend  the  wandering    mountain  flock;  My    cas  -  tie 

is  the 
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cav  -  erned  rock  ;  Here  morning's 

earliest 
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beam      is     cast,     And   evening's     blush  here     lin  -  gen  last. 


am      the    mountain  herd 


boy. 
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2. 

Ilere  is  the  mountain  torrent's  head  ; 
I  drink  it  from  its  rocky  bed ; 
Ere  leaps  it  forth  with  thundering  sound, 
I  clasp  it  with  my  arms  around. 
I  am  the  mountain  herdboy. 


3. 

The  hill-top  is  my  citadel ; 
And  storms  around  it  harmless  swell ; 
The  north  and  south  winds  howl  amain, 
But  cannot  drown  my  merry  strain. 
I  am  the  mountain  herdboy. 


4 

When  sounds  my  country's  tocsin  cry, 
When  flame  her  beacon  fires  on  high, 
I  join  the  ranks  and  rush  along, 
And  swing  my  sword,  and  shout  my  song. 
I  am  the  mountain  herdboy. 


VACATION. 


From  the  German. 
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.   (  Old  school  house  !  a  -  dieu   to   your  rusty 
\  E  -  nough,  for    the    present,    of  learning' 


doors !  A 
s  stores !  A 


dieu ! 
dieu 


! )  Our  parents  dear  we  haste  to  meet,  Oi 
If 
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homes  and  our  gardens  a  -  gain  to    greet.  A  -  dieu  !  a  -  dieu  !  a  -  dieu !  No     sorrow      in      parting  from  you. 
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2. 

Old  books  !  we  have  hastily  thrown  ye  by  ; 
Adieu  ! 

On  shelves,  unmolested,  again  to  lie ; 
Adieu ! 

O,  brighter  leaves  adorn  the  tree  ; 
The  woods  and  the  fields  shall  our  lessons  be. 
Adieu  !  adieu  !  adieu  ! 
No  sorrow  in  parting  from  you. 


Dear  master !  thy  voice  we  shall  hear  no  more 
Adieu ! 

Till  days  of  vacation  have  glided  o'er, 
Adieu ! 

Yet  well  we  know  thy  pleasant  smile 

Can  never  depart  from  our  hearts  the  while. 

Adieu  !  adieu  !  adieu  ! 
A  blessing  well  ask,  thpn,  on  you. 


TEMPERANCE  SONG- THE  COOL,  GUSHING  SPRING. 
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-9-  -9—  a 

1.  How  bright  was  the  spring,  gushing  out  of  the  mountain  !  How  sweet  and  how  cool!  I    re  -  member    it     well,  As  I 
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stopped  there  at    noonday,    to     taste  from  its      fountain  The  drink  I    loved  best,  from  a 

*  *  i*  0  0  i  r  is  p. 
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rom  a       co  -  coa  -  nut  shell. 
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How  white  and  how  clear  were  the  sands  of  its  basin  ! 

How  soothing  and  soft  was  the  music  it  made, 
When,  vexed  with  my  playmates,  or  tired,  I  would  hasten 

To  rest  on  its  bank,  in  the  elder  tree's  shade. 

3. 

And  then  from  the  school  room  how  eagerly  rushing, 
(E'er  ceased  the  last  notes  of  the  noon-recess  bell,) 

I  quaffed  of  that  spring,  from  the  mountain  side  gushing, 
The  drink  I  loved  best,  from  a  cocoa-nut  shell. 


Talk  not  of  Tokay,  of  Champagne  or  Madeira, 
As  glowing  like  rubies,  as  topaz  so  bright ; 

No  wine  is  more  sparkling,  no  jewel  is  clearer, 

Than  the  clear,  sparkling  spring,  welling  up  to  the  light. 

5. 

Go  ask  the  poor  soul  who  with  fever  is  glowing, 
Or  the  traveller,  'mid  sands  without  river  or  well, 

To  choose  the  gold  cup  with  rich  wine  overflowing, 
Or  the  cool,  gushing  spring  and  a  cocoa-nut  shell. 


M  FAREWELL. 

Music  by  Haydn.  Words  bt  W.  E.  IIickson. 


A     time    of    sor  -  row      Is    the     moment       when   we        part;    But,  though 


;ib  -  sent    on     the     mor  -  row,  You'll  be     pres  -  ent     to       my        heart.   There  your    im  -  age 
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I      will      cher  -  ish,   And    where'er        my    feet      may    stray,    Nev  -  er,      nev  -  er    shall  it 
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I     will     cher  -  ish,  And  where'er 


my  feet 
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may    stray,    Nev  -  er,      nev  -  er    shall  it 


per  -  ish,  Or    my     love   for  you  de 
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cay. 


— * — — y-f-* —  — t  g~tfrrr^zEr 

ZZZti^Zzz^^zEfazgg 


^=1 

per  -  ish,  Or    my     love   for  you   de  -  cay. 


2.  . 

Farewell !  and  when  thoughts  depressing 

Rise  for  you  within  my  breast, 
May  my  prayers  bring  down  a  blessing, 

Which  on  you  and  yours  may  rest. 
May  another  happy  meeting 

All  those  doubts  and  fears  dispel ; 
Joyful,  then,  will  be  our  greeting  ; 

And  till  then,  dear  friends,  farewell. 
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REJOICE,  REJOICE. 


A  Chorus  from  "Macbeth.' 
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Re  -  joice,  rejoice,  re  -  joice,  rejoice,   re  -  joice,  rejoice,  the  hour      at    length    will    come ;  And 
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Re  -  joice,  &c. 
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soon  a  dear  and  well-known  voice  Will  bid 


fr1 


us 


wel  -  come 


— 


home ;    Dear  -  ly    loved  home, 
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at 
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Dear  -  ly  loved  home 
-b —  &  


Yes, 


we 


re 


joice 


thoughts  of 


home. 
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